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ADVERTISEMENT. 



TH E Editor's c^ief ant'sntion In making the fol- 
lowing Coliedion was to bring into on 3 point of 
view the beft pieces "which .iiHvc; appeared iince the con- 
cluiion of Dodfley's Coll^dlioii ;- and he -will venture to 
affirm, that whatever b^ the.d«s:)?it'oftliat entertaining 
mifcellany, this does nbtf falf flibit an^ v/ays of it, as 
fome of the volumes in that are made up from the publi- 
cations of a few years ; whereas this contains whatever 
has been moft applauded in a courfe of twenty. But he 
has not confined himfclf to that period only, but in- 
ferted many pieces, in his opinion, of great merit, 
whieh the inattention of the public, or the obfcurity of 
the publication, had long fuffered to remain unnoticed. 
To thefe are added many origindl^ by writers of acknow- 
ledged merit ; among which tho(e of Mr. Mcndez, au- 
thor of the Chaplet, and feveral admired poems in 
Dodfley's Mifcellany, make no mean figure. Mr. 
Mendez was reckoned among the moft agreeable poets 
of his time, and, perhaps, he was the only one that 
was ever worth one hundred thoufand pounds. 
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AN ELEGY, 

ON THE DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY. 
1760^ 



T 



Written 

BT WILXJAM MASON, M. A. 

,H fi' iiii4iiight clock has toU'd; and hark, tli« 
bell 



Of Death beats flow ! heard ye the r 
profound f 
tt paufei now ; and now, with riling knell. 

Flings to the hollow gale its fullen foundi 
Yes, Coventry is dead. Attend the Siai^ 

Daughters of Albion ! Ye that, light as air, 
So oft have tript in her fantaftic train. 

With hearts as gay, and faces lialt 2& ixa \ 
A 



[ 2 ] 

For flie was fair beyond your brighteft bloom : 

(This Envy owns, fmce now her bloom is fled) 
Fair as the Forms that, wove in Fancy's loom. 

Float in light vifion round the Poet's head. 
Whene'er with foft ferenity fhe fmil'd. 

Or caught the orient blufh of quick furprize. 
How fweetly mutable, how brightly wild. 

The liquid luftre darted from her eyes ? 
Each look, each motion wak'd a new-bom grace. 

That o'er her form its tranfient glory caft : 
Some lovelier wonder foon ufurp'd the place, 

Chas'd by a charm ftill lovelier tha^ .the laft. 
That bell again ! It tells us what ihe is : 

On what fhe was no more the llrain prolong : 
Luxuriant Fancy paufe : an hour like this 

Demands the tribute of a ferious Song. 
Maria claims it from that fable bier. 

Where cold and wan the flumberer refls her head ; 
In ftill fmall whifpers to reflexion's car. 

She breathes the folemn didlates of the Dead. 
O catch the awful notes^ and lift them. loud! 

Proclaim the theme, by Sage, by Fool rever'd ; 
Hear it, ye Young, ye Vain, ye Great, ye Proud I 

'Tis Nature ipeaks, and Nature will be heard. 
Yes, ye fhall hear, and tremble as you hear. 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting leap 
Ev'n in the midfl of pleafure's mad career. 

The mental Monitor fhall wake and weep* 
For fay, than Coventry's propitious flar. 

What brighter planet on your births arofe; 
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Or gave of Fortune's gifts an ampler (hare, 

In life to lavifh, or by death to lofe ! 
Early to lofe ; while, born on bufy wing. 

Ye fip the neftar of each varying bleom : 
Nor fear, while bafldng In the beams of fpring, 

The wintry ftorm that fweeps you to the tomb. 
Think of her Fate ! revere the heav'nly hand 

That led her hence, though foon, by fteps fo flow ; 
Long at her couch Death took his patient (land. 

And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow : 
To give Refleftion time, with lenient art. 

Each fond deluiion from her foul to ileal ; 
Teach her from Folly peaceably to part. 

And wean her from a world Ihe lov'd fo well. 
Say, are ye fure his Mercy Ihall extend 

To you fo long a fpan ? Alas, ye iigh : 
Make then, while yet ye may, your God your friend. 

And learn with equal eafe to fleep or die ! 
Nor think the Mufe, whofe fober voice ye hear. 

Contrails with bigot frown her fullen brow ; 
Cafts round Religion's orb the mills of fear. 

Or fhades with horrors, what with fmiles (hould glow* 
No ; Ihe would warm you with feraphic fire. 

Heirs as ye are of heav'n's eternal day ; 
Would bid you boldly to that heav'n afpire. 

Not fink and flumber in your cells of clay. 
Know, ye were form'd to range yon azure field, 

Ip yon sethereal founts of blifs to lave ; 
Force then, fecure in Faith's protedling (hield. 

The Sting from Death, the Vid'ry from the Grave. 

A2 \s. 
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Is this the bigot's rant ? Away, ye Vain, 

Your hopes, your fears in doubt, in dulnefs fteep : 
Go footh your fouls in fickniefs, grief, o)" pain. 

With the fad folace of eternal deep. 
Yet will I praife you, triflers a$ ye are, 

More than thofe preachers of your fav'rite creed. 
Who proudly (Well the brazen throat of War, 

Who form the Phalanx, bid the battle bleed ; 
Nor wife for more : who conquer, but to die. 

Heaf j Folly, hear ; and triumph in the tale : 
Like you, they reafon ; not, like you, enjoy 

The breeze of blifs, that .fills your filken fall : 
On Pleafure's glitt'ring ftream ye gayly fteer 

Your little courfe to cold oblivion's ihore : 
^They dare the ftorm, and, through th'inclement year. 

Stem the rough fur^e, and brave the torrent's roar* 
Is it for Glory ? that juft Fate denies. 

Long muil the warrior moulder in his fhroud. 
E'er from her trump the heav'n-breath'd accents rife. 

That lift the Hero from the fighting croud. 
Is it his grafp of Empire to extend ? 

To curb the fury of infulting foes ? 

Ambition, 

NOTE. 
In a book of French verfcs, entitled Oiuvres du Pbihfopbe de 
Jans Souciy apd lately reprinted at Berlin by authority, under the 
title of Poefies Di'verfes, may be found an cpiftle to marfhal 
Keith, written profefledly againft the immortality of the Soul. 
By way of fpccimen of the whole, take the following lines : 

De 
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Ambidoiiy ceafe : the idle conteft end ; 

'Tis but a Kingdom thou canft win or Iole« 
And why muft murder'd myriads lofe their all, 

(If life be all) why'defolation lour. 
With famiihM frown, on this affrighted ball. 

That thou may'ft flame the meteor of an hour ? 
G«, wifer ye, that flutter Life away. 

Crown with the mantling Juice the goblet high ; 
Weave the light dance, with feftive freedom gay. 

And live your moment, iince the next ye die. 
Yet know, vain Scepticks, know, th' Almighty mind. 

Who breath'd on Man a portion of his fire. 
Bad his free Soul, by earth nor time confin'd. 

To Heav'n, to Immortality afpire. 
Nor fhall the Pile of Hope, his Mercy rear'd. 

By vain Philofophy be e'er deftroy'd : 
Eternity, by all or wilh'd or fear'd. 

Shall be by all or fuffer'd or enjoy'd. 

De Tavenir, cher Keith, jugeons par le pade ; 

Comme avant que je fuiTe il n^avoit point penfe, 

De meme, apres ma mort, quand toutes mes parties 

Par le corruption feront aneanties. 

Par un meme deftin il ne penfera plus ; 

Non, rien n*eft plus certain, foyons-en convaincu, &c. 

It is to this epiftle, that the reft of the Elegy alludes. 
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ISIS. An E L E G Y. 



BY THE SAME, 1748. 



FAR from ker hajlow'd grot, where mildly bright, 
The pointed chryfi:als fhot their trembling light, 
rf^ dripping mofs where fparkling dew-drops fell. 
Where coral glow'd, where twin'd the wreathed fhellt 
Pale ISIS lay ; a willow's lowly ihade 
Spread its thin foliage o'er the fieeping maid ; 
Clos'd was her eye, and from her heaving breaft 
In carelefs folds loofe How'd her zonelefs vefl ^ 
While down her neck her vagrant treffes flow, 
In all the awful negligence of woe ; 
Her urn fudain'd hesiarm, that fculptur'd vafi^ 
Where Vulcan's ^rt hW {aviflM all its grace ; 
Here, full with life, was heav'n-tatfght Science fecn. 
Known by the laurel wreath, and mufing mein : 
There cloud-crown'd Fame, here Peace fedate and bland, 
Sweird the loud trump, and wav'd the olive wand ; 
While folemn domes^ arch'd fliades, and vift^ 
At well mark'd diilance clofe the^facred fce^. 
On this the goddefs caft an an^ous look^ ' 
Then dro|>t a tender tear, ^nd tlbis ftc fpoke*gff^ 
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Ves, I could once with pleas'd attention trace 

The mimic charms of this prophetic vafe ; 

Then lift my head, and with enraptur'd eyes 

View on yon plain the real glories rife. 

Yes, ISIS ! oft haft thou rejoic'd to lead 

Thy liquid treafures o'er yon fav'rite mead ; 

Oft haft thou ftopt thy pearly car to gaze. 

While ev'ry Science nurs'd its growing bays ; 

While ev'ry Youth with fame's ftrong impulfe fir'd, 

Preft to the goal, and at the goal, untir'd, 

Snatch'd each celeftial wreath, to bind his brow, 
• The Mufes, Graces, Virtues could beftow. _^ 

E'en now fond Fancy leads th' ideal train, .lr*^ 

And ranks her troops on memory's ^mple plain ; 

See ! the firm leaders of my patriot line. 

See ! Sidney, Raleigh, Hamden, Somers (tdne, 

See Hough, fuperior to a tyrant's doom> 

Smile at the menace of the ilave of Rome ; 

Each foul whom truth could fire, or virtue move. 

Each breaft, ftr ng panting with its country's love. 

All that to Albion gave the heart or head. 

That wifely counfel'd, ot that bravfly bled. 

All, all appear; on me they grateful fmile ; 

The well-earn 'd prize of every virtuous toil 

To me with filial r.everencc they bring, / 

And hang frefti trophies o'er my honoured fpring. 

Ah ! I remember well yon bj| |fc n fprav. 

There Addifon firllJjujiVhis polS^d lay ; 

*Twas there great Cato's form firft mdfc^is eye,^ 

In all the pomp of free-born majeftv j T . 
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** My foti, he cryM, obfervc thia mien with awe, 
*^ In {blemn lines the ftrong refemblance draw ; 

The piercing notes ihall ftrike each Britifh ear ; 

EachBritifti eye ihall drop the patriot tear! 

And, rous'd to glory by the nervous drain, 
** Each youth Ihall fpurn at flav'ry's abjed reign, 
'* Shall guard with Cato's zeal Britannia's laws, 
'' And fpeak, and ad, and bleed, in freedom'^ caufe*'' 

The hero fpoke ; the bard affenting bow'd, 
The lay to liberty and Catp flow'd ; 
While Echo, as fhe rov'd the vale along^ 
Join'd the ftrong cadence of his Rom^n fong. 

But ah ! how Hillnefs Aept upon the ground. 
How mute attention check'd each rifing found ; 
Scarce ftole a breeze to wave the leafy fpray. 
Scarce trill'd fweet Philomel her fofteft lay. 
When Locke walk'd muiing forth ; ev'n now I view 
Majeftic wifdom thron'd upon his brow. 
View Candor fmileupon his modefl cheek. 
And from his eye all judgment's radiance break : 
'Twas here the fage his manly zeal expreft. 
Here ftript vain ftlfhood of her gaudy veft ; 
Here truth's colle6ted beams firtt fill'd his mind. 
Ere long to burft in bleffings on mankind ; 
Ere long to fhew to reafon's purged eye, 
That " Nature's firft btft gift was Liberty." 

Proud of this wond'rous fon, fublime I ftood, 
(While louder furges fwell'd my rapid flood) 
Then vwn as Niobe, cxultjing cry'd, 
JSMas 1 foU thy &qM Athenian tide ^ 
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Tho* Plato's fteps oft mark'd thy neighboring gi&d^^ 

Tho' fair Lycaeum lent its awful Ihade, 

Tho' ev'ry academic green impreft 

Its image full on thy refledting bread. 

Yet my pure ftream Ihall boaft as proud a name. 

And Britain's Ifis flow with Attic fame. 

Alas ! how chang'd ! where now that Attic boaft I 
See ! Gothic licence rage o'er all my coaft ; 
See ! Hydra fadlion fprcad its impious reign, 
Poifon each breaft, and madden ev'ry brain : 
Hence frontlefs crowds, that not content to fright . 
The blufhing Cynthia from her throne of night, 
Blaft the fair face of day ; and madly bold, ^ . 
To freedom's foes infernal orgies hold ; 
To freedom's foes, ah 1 fee the goblet crown'd. 
Hear plaufive Ihouts to freedom's foes refound ; 
The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt. 
The echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt ; 
/ Learning, that once to all diffused her beam. 
Now flieds, by ileal th, a partial private gleam. 
In fome lone cloifter's melancholy fliade. 
Where a firm few fupport her fickly head, 
Defpis'd, infulted by the barbVous train. 
Who fcour like Thracia's moon-ftruck rout the plain. 
Sworn foes like them to all the Mufe approves. 
All Phoebus favours, or Minerva loves. 

Are thefe the fons my foll'ring breaft muft rear, 
Grac'd with my name, and nurtur'd by my care ? 
Muft thefe go forth from my maternal hand 
To deal their infults thro' a peacrf\iV \mA \ 
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And boafly while Freedom bleeds, and Virtue groans^ 

That " Ifis tatight rebellion to her fons ?" 

Forbid it, heairen ! and let my riling waves 

Indignant fwell, and whelm £he recreant flavcs ; 

In England's caufe their patriot floods employ. 

As Xanthus delug'd in the caufe of Troy. 

Is this dcny'd ? then point fome fecret way 

Where far,- far hence thefe guiltlefs dreams may ftray ; 

Some unknown channel lend, where nature fpreads 

Inglorious vales, and unfrequented meads. 

There, where a hind fcarce tunes his ruflic flrain. 

Where fcarce a pilgrim treads the pathlefs plain. 

Content I'll flow ; forget that e'er my tide 

Saw yon majeflic ilruftures crown its fide ; 

Forget, that e'er my rapt attention hung. 

Or on the fage's or the poet's tongue ; 

Calm and refign'd my humbler lot embrace. 

And pleas'd, prefer oblivion to difgrace. 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 

BY Mr. WILLIAM COLLINS. 

ECLOGUE I. 

§ELIM; OR, THE SHEPHERD'S MORAL. 

SCENE, A VALLEY NEAR BAGDAT. 
TIME, THE MORNING. 

YE Perfian maids, attend your poet's lays, 
And hear how fhepherds pafs their golden days. 
Not all are bleft, whom fortune's hand fuftains 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the planu : 
Well may your hearls believe the truths I teli ; 
'Tis virtue makes the blifs, where'er we dwell. 
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Thus Selim fung, by facred Truth infpir'd ; 
Nor praife, but fuch as Truth beftow'd, dcfir'd : 
Wife in himfclf, his meaning fongs convcy'd 
iafoFming morals to the Ihcpherd maid ; 
Or taught the fwains that fureft blifs to find. 
What groves nor flreams beftow, a virtuous mind. 

When fwcet and blufhing, like a virgin bride. 
The radiant morn refum'd her orient pride. 
When wanton* gales along the valleys play. 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their fweets away j 
By Tigris' wandring waves he fat, and fung 
This ufeful lefTon for the fair and young. 

Ye Perfian dames, he faid, to, you belong. 
Well may they pleafe, the morals of my fong : 
No fairer maids, I trull, than you are found, 
Grac'd with foft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The morn that lights you, to your loves fupplies 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes : 
For yott thefe flowers her fragrant hands beftow. 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. ' 

Yet think not thefe, all beauteous as they are. 
The beft kind bleflings heaven can grant the fair ! 
Who truft alone in beauty's feeble ray,' 
Boaft but the worth Baflbra's pearls difplay ; 
Drawn from the deep we own their furface bright. 
But, dark within, they drink no luftrous light : 
Soch are the maids, and fuch the charms they boafl;. 
By fcnfe unaided, or to virtue loft. 
Self-flattering fex ! your hearts believe in vain 
TJkatlove Ihall blind, when once he flies tive Cw^dxv v 
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Or hope a lover by your faults to win. 
As fpots on ermin beautify the fkin : 
Who feeks fecure to rule, be firft her car^ 
Each fofter virtue that adorns the fair ; 
Each tender paffion man delights to find. 
The lov'd pcrfeftions of a female mind ! 

Blell were the days, when wifdom held her reign. 
And ihepherds fought her on the filent plain ; 
With 7'ruth fhe wedded in the fecret grove. 
Immortal Truth, and daughters blefs'd their lore* 

O hafle, fair maids ! ye Virtues come away. 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way ! 
The balmy flirub, for you ihall love otir fhore. 
By Ind excelled or Araby no more. 

Loft to our fields, for fo the fates ordain. 
The dear deferters fhall return again. 
Come thou, whofe thoughts as limpid (prings are clear. 
To lead the train, fweet modefty appear : 
Here make thy court amidft our rural fcene. 
And fhepherd girls fhall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be Chaftity, of all afraid, 
Diflrufling allj a wife fufpicious maid ; 
But man themofl — not more the mountain doe 
Holds the fvvift falcon for her deadly foe. 
Cold is her breafl, like flowers that drink the dew ; 
A filken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild defires amidil thy train be known. 
But Faith, whofe heart is fix'd on one alone : 
Defponding Meeknefs, with her down-cafl eyes. 
And friendly Pity, full of tender fi^hs *, 
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And love the lafl : by thefc your hearts approve, 
Thefe are the virtues that muft lead to love. 
Thus fung the fwain ; and ancient legends fay. 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along. 
The ihepherds lov*d, and Selim biefs'd his fong. 

ECLOGUE IL 

HASSAN; OR, THE C AMEL-DRIVER. 

SCENE, THE DESERT. 
TIME, MID-DAY. 

IN filent horror o'er the boundlefs wade 
The driver Haflan with his camels paft : 
One cruife of water on his back he bore. 
And his light fcrip contained a fcanty (lore ; 
A fati of painted feathers in his hand. 
To guard his Ihaded face from fcorching fand. 
The fultry fun had gain'd the middle Iky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
The bealls, with pain, their dufty way purfue. 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 

With 
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With defperate forrow wild, th' affrighted man • • 

Thrice fi^h'd, thrice ftruck his breaft, and thus began : 
** Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
** When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !** 

Ah ! little thought I of the blafting wind. 
The thirft or pinching hunger that I find ! 
Bethink thee, Haflan, where fhall Thirft affwagc. 
When fails this crtiife, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon fhall this fcrip its precious load i^fign ; 
Then what but tears and hun|^er fhall be thine ? 

Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal fhare ! 
Here, where no fprings in murmurs break away. 
Or mofs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day. 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know. 
Which plains more bleft, or verdant vales beftow : 
Here rocks alone, and tailelefs fands are found. 
And faint and fickly winds for ever howl around. 
*• Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
** When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way I'* 

Curft be the gold and lilver which perfuade 
Weak men to follow far- fatiguing trade ! 
The lilly peace outfhines the filver ftore. 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : , 
Yet money tempts us o'er the defert brown, 
To every diftant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and.oft5»the fca : 
And are we only yet repay'J by thee ? 
Ah ! why was ruin fo attractive made. 
Or why fond man fo eafily be tray 'd ? 



Why heed wc not, while mad we hafte alongy 
The gentle voice of peace, or pleafure's fong ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's fide. 
The mountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride. 
Why think wc thefe lefs pleafing to behold, 
Than dreary deferts, if they lead to gold ? 

" Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
** When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way I" 
O ceafe, my fears ! — all frantic as I go. 
When thought creates unoumber'd fcenes of woe. 

What if the lion in his rage I meet ! 

Oft in the duft I view his printed' feet : 
And fearful ! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night. 
By hunger rous'd, he fcours the groaning plain. 
Gaunt wolves and fullen tygers in his train : 
Before them death with (hrieks direfts their way. 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 

Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day^ 
When firft from Schiraz^ walls I bent my way !" 
At that dead hour the filent afp fhall creep. 
If aught of reft I find, upon my fleep : 
Orfome fwoln ferpent twift his fcales around,^ 
And wake to anguifh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wife contented poor. 
From luft of wealth, and dread of death fecure I 
They tempt no deferts, and no. griefs they find ; 
Peace rules the day, where reafon rules the mind. 
Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !** 

Ohap- 
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O hapleid youth ! for ihe thy love hath won^ 
^he tender Zara will be moil undone ! 
Big fweird my heart, and own'd the powerful maid» 
When fail ihe dropt her tears, as thus ihe faid : 

Farewell the youth whom fighs could not detain. 

Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain I 

Yet as thou go'il, may every blail ariie 

Weak and unfelt as thefe rejected fighs ! 

Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'il thou fee, 
** No griefs endure, nor weep^ falie youth, like me.'* 

O ! let me fafely to the fair return, 
Say with akifs, ihe mufl not, ihall not mourn; 
O ! let me teach my heart to lofe its fears. 
Recalled by Wifdom's voice, and Zara's tears. 

He faid, and calPd on heaven to blefs the day. 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way, 

ECLOGUE III. 

ABRA; OR, THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

SCENE, A FOREST. 
TIME, THE EVENING. 

IN Georgia's land, where Tc fflis' towers are fee*. 
In diftant view along the level green. 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glade. 
And the tall forefts caft a longer (hade. 
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\^hat time 'tis fwcet o'er fields of rice to Aray» 
Or fcent the breathing mau^e at fetting day ; 
Amidf^ the maids, of Zageii''9 peaceful grove, 
Emyra fung the pl^afi^g car^s of love. 
Of Abra firlt began the tender flrain. 
Who led her yojuth with flocks upon the plain 3 
At morn ihe came thojfe willing flocks to lead< 
Where lilies rear them in the watery mead ;- 
From early dawn the live-long hours flie told, 
'Tin late at fll^t eve flie pisnn'd the (bid^ 
Deep in the grove, breath the fecret fljade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers flie n^ade : 
Gay-motley'd pints and fweet jonquils fl\e chofe* 
The violet blue that on the mofs-bank grows ; 
All-fweet to fenfe, the flaunting roie was there ^ 
The finifli'd chaple^ well*adorn\i her haip. 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ftray. 
By love conduced from the chace away ; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her fong. 
And fought the vales an4 echoing groves among : 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the m»onarcb> and with fear ohey'd^ 
Be ever youth like royal Abbas mov'd. 
And every Georgian maid Kke Abn> lov'd 1*'^ 

The royal lover bpre he^ from the plain ; 
Yet ftill her crook and bleating flock rem^n ; 
Oft as Ihe w^nt, fte backward turn'd her view, , 
And bad that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair hac py maid! to other fceii^ remove. 
To richer fccnes of golden powef and lovcl 

Go 
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Go, leave tile fimple pipe» and ihepKerd's flrain ; 
With love delight thee, and with Abba« reign. 

** Be every youth like royal Abbas movM; 

" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd \" 
Yet midft the blaze of courts Ihc fixM her love 
On the cool fountais^ or the fhady groves 
Still with the fhepherd's innocence her mind 
To the fweet Vale^ and flowery mead inclin'd; 
And oft as fpring renew'd the plains with flowers^ 
Breath'd bis foft gales, and led the fragrant hours^ 
With fure return Ihe fought the fylvan fcene. 
The breezy mountains, and the forefts green. 
tier maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand : 
Some Ample lay, of flocks aud herds they fung : 
With joy the nlountain, and the foreft rung» 

** Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

** And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !*' 
And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of flate, attendant on the fair ; 
Oft to the fhades and low-rooPd cots retir'd. 
Or (ought the vale where firfl his heart was fir'd : 
A ru^t mantle, like a fwain, he wore, 
A nd thought of crowiis and bufy courts no more. 
Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd. 
And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd J" 
Blefl was the life, that royal Abbas led : 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel. 
The Ample fliepherd girl can love as well. 
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Let thofe who rule on Pcrfia's jeweU'd throne 
Be fam'd for love, and gentlcft love alone ; 
Or wreath, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
O happy days I the maids around her (ay ; 
O hade, profufe of blcffings, hafte away! 

" Be evtry' youth, like jioyal Abbas, mov'd, 
" And every Georgian maid, like Abra,' lov'd! 



ECLOGUE IV. 

AG IB AND SE GANDER; OR, THE FUGITI\^ES, 

SCENE, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCASSIA. 
TIME, MIDNIGHT. 

IN fair Circaffia, where, to love inclin'd. 
Each fwain was bleft, for every maid was kind ; 
At hit ftill hour, when awful midnight reigns. 
And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains j 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high. 
And paft in radiance thro' the cloudlefs Iky ; 
Sad o'er the dews, two brother Ihepherds fled. 
Where wildering fear and defperate forrow led : 
Fall as they preft their, flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ftole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fides they ran, 
^TiU faint and weak Secandcr thus began: 
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Secander. 

O flay thee, Agib, foz my feet deny. 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Fnend of my heart, O turn thee and furvey>. 
Trace our fad flight thro* all its length of way ! 
And firft review that long-extended plain I 
And yon wide groves, already paft, with pain 1 
Yon ragged clifl^, whofe dangerous path we try'd ! 
And laft. this lofty mountain's weary fide I 

Agib. 

Weak as thou art, yet haplefs muft thou know 
The toils of flight, or fome feverer woe ! 
Still as I hafte, the Tartar ftiouts behind. 
And fhrieks and forrows load the faddening wind : 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand. 
He blails our harveHs and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence firft in fear we came. 
Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame: 
Far fly the fvjains, like us, in deep defpair, 
And leave to ruflian bands their fleecy care. 

Secander. 

Unhappy land, whofe bleffings tempt the fword, 
In vain, unheard, thou caH'ft thy Perfian lord ! 
In vain thou coii'rt'ft him, helplefs, to thine aid, 
To ftiield the fticpherd, and protect the maid I 

B 3 "^vc 



Far ofF, in thoughtlefs indolence refignM, 

Soft dreams of love and pleafure footh his mind : 

•Midft fair fultanas loft in idle joy. 

No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 

Yet thcfe green hills, in fummer^s fultry heat. 

Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 

> > 

Sweet to the iight is Zabran's flowery plain. 
And once by maids and ihepherds lov^d in vain ! 
No more the virgin fhall delight to rove 
By Sargis* banks, or Irwan's ihady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale. 
Or breathe the fwe^ts of Aly's flowery vale : 
Fair fcenes ! bat, ah ; no more with peace poiTefl, 
With eaie alluring, and. with plenty blefl. 
No more the fliepherd's whitening tents appear. 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year ; 
No more the date, with fnowy bloflbms crown'd | 
But ruin fpreads her baleful flres around. 

Secander. 

In vain Circaflia boafls her fpicy groves. 
For ever fam'd for pure arid happy loves : . 
In vain ihe boafts her faireft of the fair. 
Their eye's blue languifh, and their golden hair ! 
Thofe eyes in tears their fruitlefs grief muft fend ; 
Thofe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand (hall rend. 
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ActB* 

Ye Georgiatt (Wains that piteous karn frdm far 
Circaffia's ruin, and the wafte df war ; 
Some weightier arms tlian crooks and ualFs prepare. 
To fhield your harvefts, and defend your fair : 
The Turk and Tartar like defigns purfue, . 
Fix*d to deftroy, and ftedfait to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deferts bred, 
By luft incited, . or by malice led. 
The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 
Oft marks with blood and wafting flames the way \ 
Yet none fo cruel as tne Tartar foe. 
To death enur'd, and nurs*d in fcenes of woe. 

He faid ; when loud along the f ale was heard 
A ihriller fliriek, and nearer fires appeared : 
Th* affrighted fhepherds thrO' the dcivs of night, 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight. 

An O D E TO FEAR. 

BY THE SAME. 

THOU, to whom the world unkriown 
With all its fhadowy fhapes is fhewn ; 
Who feeil appall'd th* unreal fcene. 
While Fancy lifts the veil between : 
Ah Fear ! ah frantic Fear ! 
J fee, J fee thee near. 

B4 
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I know thy hurried ftcp, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee I ftart, like thee diforder'd fly. 

For, \o what iponders in thy train appear ! 
Danger, whofe limbs of giant mold 
What mortal eye can iix'd behold ? 
Who ilalks his round, an hideous form^ 
Howling amidft the midnight dorm. 
Or throws him on the ridgy fteep 
Of fomc loofe hanging rock to fleep : 
And with him thoufand phantoms join'd. 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 
And thofe, the iiends» who near allied. 
O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks prefide ; 
While Vengeance, in the lurid air. 
Lifts her, red arm, expos'd and bare : 
On whom that ravening Brood of fate^ 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait : 
Who, Fear, this ghaftly train can fee. 
And look not madly wild, like thee ? 

Epode. 

In carlieft Greece, to thee, with partial choice. 
The grief-full Mjife addreft her infant tongue ; 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voice 
Silent and pale in wild amazement hung. 

Yet he, the Bard * who firft invok'd thy name, 
Difdain'd in Marathon its power to feel : 

For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame. 

But reached from Virtue's hand the patriot's fteel; 

• ^fchylus. 
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^ut who is he^ whom later garlands grace. 

Who left a while o'er Hybla's dews to rove. 
With trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace. 

Where thou and Furies fhar'd the baleful grove i 

Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th' inceftuous Queen • ' 
Sigh'd, the fad call her fon and hufband heard. 

When once alone it broke the filent fcenc. 

And he the wretch of Thebes no more appeared. 

O Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart. 

Thy withering power infpir'd each mournful line, 

Tho' gentle Pity claim her mingled part. 

Yet all the thunders of the fcene are thine ! 

Antistrophe. 

Thou who fuch weary lengths haft paft. 

Where wilt thou reft, mad Nymph, at laft ? 

Say, wilt thou (hroud in haunted cell. 

Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell ? 

Or in feme hollow'd feat, 

'Gainft which the big waves beat, 

Hear drowning feamen's cries in tempefts brought ! 

Dark power, with fhuddering meek fubmitted thought. 

Be mine, to read the viiions old. 

Which thy awakening bards have told : 

And, left thou meet my blafted view. 

Hold each ftrange tale devoutly true ; 

Ne'er be I found, by thee o'er-aw'd, 

In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad, 

* Jocafta. 
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When ghofls, as cottage-maids believe. 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave. 
And goblins haunt from fire, or fen. 
Or mine, or Hoods, the walks of men ! 

O thou whofe fpirit moft pofleft 
The facred feat of Shakefpear's breafl ! 
By all that from thy prophet broke. 
In thy divine emotions fpoke ! 
Hither again thy fury dedl. 
Teach me but once like him to feel : 
His cyprefs wreath my meed decree. 
And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee ? 

THE PASSIONS, 

AN ODE FOR MUSIC. 

BYTHESAME. 

WHEN Mufic, heafenly maid, was young. 
While yet in early Greece (he fang. 
The Paffions oft, to hear her fhell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell. 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
PoiTeft beyond the Mufe's painting ; 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Difturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd. 
'Till once, 'tis faid, when all were fir'd, 
FJird with fury, rapt, infpir'd, 

7 iBxtiTCV 
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From the fupporting myrtles round 
They fnatch'd her inftrtimcnts xyf fband^ 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet le^ns of her forceful art. 
Each, for madnefs rul'd the hour. 
Would prove his own expreflive power. 

Firfl Fear his hand, its (kill to try. 
Amid the chords bewildered laid. 

And back recoil'd he knew not why. 
Even at the found himfelf had made. 

Next Anger ru(h*d, his eyes on fire. 
In lightnings own'd his fecret flings. 

In one rude clafh he flruck the lyre. 

And fwept with hurried hand the firings. 

With woeful meafures wan Defpair— — 



Low fuUen founds his grief beguil'd, 
A folemn, ftrange, and mingled air, 

'Twas fad by fits, by Harts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes fo fair, 

What was thy delighted meafurc ? 

Still it whifper'd promis'd pl^afure. 
And. bad the h)vely fcenes at diflance hail ! 

Still would her touch the drain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale. 

She caird on Echo ftill thro* all the fong ; 
And where her fweeteft theme fhe chofe, 
A foft refponfive voice was heard at every cloie, , 
And Hope enchanted fmil'd, and wav'i^ti ^'^^^^twV-Kss* 
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And longer had fhe fung, — but, with a frown. 

Revenge impatient rofc. 
He threw his blood-ftain'd fword in thunder down. 
And, with a withering look. 
The war-denouncing-trumpet took. 
And blew a blafl fo loud and dread, ' 

Were ne'er prophetic founds fo full of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat ; 
And tho* fOjflietimes, each dreary paufe between, 
Dejedfed Pity at his fide. 
Her foul fubduing voice applied. 
Yet ftil^he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
Whileeachftrain'd ballof fight feem'd burfting from his head. 

Thy numbers, Jealoufy, to nought were fix'd. 

Sad proof of thy diftrefsful fiate. 
Of different themes the veering fong was mix'd. 

And now it courted Love, now raving call'd on Hate. 

With eyes up-rais*d, as one infpir'd. 

Pale Melancholy fat retir'd. 

And frbm her wild fequefter'd feat. 

In notes by diftance mide nlore fweet, 

Pour'd thro' the mellow horn her penfive foul : 

And dafliing foft from rocks around. 

Bubbling runnels join'd the found ; 
Thro' glades and glooms the mingled meafure dole. 
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Or o'ei* fome haunted ftreams with fond delay, - 

Round an holy calm difFufing, 

Love of peace, and lonely mufing. 
In hollow murmurs died away. 

But O, how altered was its fprightlier tone ! 

When Chearfulncfs, a nymph of healthieil hue. 

Her bow acrofs her ihoulder flung, . 
Her bufkins gemm'd with morning dew. 

Blew an infpiring air, that dale and thicket run^, • 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 

The oak-crown'd Sifters, and their chafte-eyed<}ueei|| 
Satyrs and fylvan boys were feen, 
- Peoping from forth their alleys green j 
Brown Exercife rejoic'd to hear. 
And Sport leapt up, and feiz'd his beechen fpcar. 

Laft came Joy's ecftatic trial. 

He with viny crown advancing, 

Firft to the lively pipe his hand addreft. 

But foon he fawthebriflt awakening, viol, 

Whofe fweet entrancing voice he lov'd the beft. 
They would have thought, who heard the ftrain, • 
They faw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidft the feftal founding ihades. 

To fome unwearied minftrel dancing. 

While, as his flying fingers kifs'd the firings. 

Love fram'd with mirth, a gay fantaftic round, 
Loofe were her trefles feen, her zone unbound. 
And he, amidft -his frolic play. 
As if he would the charming air rep^i^, 

^book tlioufand odours from his dewy Nviivg^^. 
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O Mufiq I fphere-defcended maid. 
Friend of plcafure, wifdom's aid. 
Why, Goddefs, why to us denied ? 
Lay 'ft thou thy antient lyre afide ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bower. 
You learn'd an all-commanding power. 
Thy mimic foul, O nymph endeared ! 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native fimple hcart> 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 
Arife, as in that elder time, 
Warnpk, Qnergic> chafte, fublimei 
Thy wonders, in that god-»like age. 
Fill thy recording Sillers page-: — 
*Tis faid, and I believe the tsde^ 
Thy humbleft reed could more prevail. 
Had more of ftrength, diviner rage. 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
'Even all at once together found 

Caecilia's mingled world of found 

O bid our vain endeavours ceafe. 
Revive the juft deiigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy iimple ftate ! 
Confirm the tales her fons relate [ 
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EVERY MAN THE ARCHITECT OF HIS 

OWN FORTUN?: ; 

" , . • • • •' 

..OR, T H e 

ART OF RISING IN TH« CHURCH. 

A SATYR E, 

By Mr. SCOTT, of Trinity-College, Cambridge. 

A Dialogue betwixt a Poet and hisr Friend. 



F.^^^ OOD friendy forbear— the world will fay 'tis ipitp^ 

VJ Or difappointment goads you tluis to write- 
Some lord hath frown'd ; feme bi0iop paft diiput^ 
At furly diftance fparn'd your eager fuit. 
Preferred a dull vile clod of noble earthy 
And left negle^ed genius, wit, and worth. 

P. Regards it me what fnarling critics fay ? 
'Tis honeft indignation points the way. 
Thanks to my flars my infant lleeps are o'er. 
And dreams delufive catch my thoughts no more* 
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Let clnmfy Doo mat us, with fimp'ring face, 

Supply the nurfe's, or the footman's place. 

Make coffee, when my lady calls, or whey. 

And fetch, and carry, like a two-legg*d tray ; 

Let bluft'ring Gn AT HO fwear with patriot rage. 

To poor, old, tott'ring Timon bent with age, 

** Had you, my lord, the horfe at Mind en led, 

•* 'Sdeath, what deftrudkion would your grace have made? 

*• Like Wantley's dragon you had roar'd, and thunder'd, 

** And cat'n up Frenchmen hundred after hundred ;** 

Thus mean and vile let others live, not I, 

Who fcorn to flatter, and who fear to lye. 

What honeil man 

F. Stop, or you ne'er can thrive- 
Sure you're the ftrangeft, fqueamilh wretch alive 1 
What, in the name of wopder, friend, have you. 
In life's low vale, with honefty to do ? 
'Tis a dead weight, that will retard you ftill. 
Oft as you ftrive to clamber up the hill. 
Strip, and be wife — ftrip off all bafhful pride. 
Throw cumbrous honour, virtue, truth afide, 
Truft up, and girt like ViRRO, mend your pace, 
The.firfl, the nimblefl: fcoundrel in the race. 
Go copy Trebius 

P. Copy Trebius ?— Hum— • 
And forfeit peace for all my life to come. 
Should I devote my filler's virgin charms 
To the vile lewdncfs of a patron's arm*, 

Toa 



Too tare my fkfkei^s injured ghoft would rifcg 
Rage on his brow, and horror in his tyes ; 
Would hauftt, woiild gOad me in tiie focial faall. 
Or break my reft — -tho* flumb'ring in a ftalL 
Oh gfacioos God, of what thin fiimfy gear 
Is fome men's confcience I-^*— 



f. Holdj yoiiVe too fevere— — — *- 
Think when ■ temptations ev'ry fenfe aflail^ 
How ftrong they prove, and human flefh how frail }f 
When Satan came, by righteous heav'n ordain^dy 
To tempt the leader qf the Chriftian band. 
He drew, he caught him from the J)arren wafte, , 
And on the temple's tow'ring fummit plac'd ; 
And now^a-days, or fage experience lies. 
From church preferments great temptations fife< 
Spare Trebius then— e'en you yourfelf may yield— 

P. Not, friend, 'till vanquifli'd reafon qiiits the field :^ 
Then I, poor madman, 'midft the mad and vain, 
May Judas-like betray my God fox* gain j 
At Helluo's board, where fmpkes th' eternal treat. 
And all the fat on earth bow down, and eat> 
A genuine fon of Levi may adore 
The golden calf, as Aaron did before. 
Then welcome the. full levee, where refort 
Crouds of all ranks to pay their morning court $ 
The well-rob'd dean with face fo fleek, and fair. 
And tatter'd Codrus pale and wan with care, 
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To feed her Hungiy brats muft ^n for hire. 

Hail medky fiqijip, wl^eyp liJcp ti^c arip wft fifrf 

Clean, and ancient of ^y*^ fort and kind ! 

Hail medley dom$, W^P^ ^^M?^ wl)uole hpura^ togjpf^iir^ 

(Shiv'ring in cold, and faint in faltry weather) 

We brook, athirft and hungry, all delay. 

And wear in expedatio^ life away ! 

But hufh ! in comes my lord — ^importaat, big. 

Squints, thro' his glafs, and buftling lhai|e^ ^ 1<^ 

Whofe faucy curis, confin'd ia triple tye. 

With conftant work his buQf hands fiipply^. 

He flops, bows, ftares— and whifpers out aloud, 

** What (park is yon, that jofUes thro* tiic croud ?" 

Sir William's heir—** enough— -my dear, good friend^ 

** Sir William liv'd— I think — at Ponder*s end ; 

« Yes— yes— Sir Wifliam liv*d*' —Then on he goes. 

And whiiperinj; this grand (ecret cranis hip nQfe* 

Into your wig, and fqueezing every hand, 

«* 'Tis mine to ferve you. Sir— Your's to coi^unand"— * 

Thus kindly breathing many a proxniie fair. 

He feeds two rows of gaping fools with air; 

Unmeaning gabbles fet ratines of fpeech. 

As papifts pray, or prelates us'd to preach. 

Makes himfelf o'er in truft, to keep his ground. 

And FAIRLY GULIS HIS CRBDITORS ALL ROUND. 

With warm deKght his words poor Codrus hears,. 
Sweet as the fancy'd mufic of the fpheres ; 
Then trudges jocund home thro* mire and chy. 
While pleafmg thoughts beguile the long long way ; 
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A fnug warm livkig fkDAs B'efcffe his feyfes, 
His tithe- pig frtthtles, andkis gt^ gboTe flics 5 
His lonely fhatter'd cot, all patcht with mud. 
And himm'<l around by many a fragrant flood, 
Chang'd to. a neat, and modefh hotfe he fees, 
Built on high ground, and fhclter'd well with trees ; 
Spacious in front the chequered lawns extend^ 
With ufeful ponds, ahd gardens at the end. 
Where arc and nature kindly join to bring 
The fruit* of Autumn, and the flowers of Spring* 
No more a fun-burnt bob the preather wears. 
Or coat of fcrge, where ev'ry thread appears : 
Beheld him deckt in fpruce and trim array. 
With calfock fliort, and veft of raven-^rey ; 
In powder'd pomp the fpadoils grizzle flows. 
And the broad beaVer trembles o'er his nofe. 
Ah dear delufions*, tempt Ais thoughts no more, 
Leave him untortdr'd by d^fire, though poor ! 
What can advance, in thefe degenerate days, 
Whem gold, of int^refl all prefcrmerit fways, 
A wretch unbleft by ]?ortune, and by birth ? 
Alas, not Terrick^s parts, or Talbot's worth! 
Elfe long, long iincehad honefl Butler flione 
High in the church reli^on's fpbtlefs fun ; 
Had beam'd arofind his friendly light to chear 
The lonely, way-worn, wandring traveller ; 
Chac'd ei'ror's blade ahd baleful fliades away. 
And pour'd thrO' cvfery ihiftd refiftlefs day. 
Alas,, the chatig*? t fat in a' lowly val*, 
•'Midft ftraggling Hiits, ^herc (bnie few peafehts dwells 

C2 V^^ 
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He lives in virtue rich> in fortune poor^ 

And treads the path his mafter trod before. 

O great, good man f to chear without requeft 

The drooping heart, and Tooth the troubled breaft ; 

With cords of love the wayward fheep to hold. 

And draw the loft, and wandring to the fold 9 

To fpend fo little, yet have fome to fpare; 

To feed the hungry, and to clothe the bare ; 

To vifit beds of ficknefs in the night. 

When rains deA:end, and rolling thunders fright^ 

There death deprive of all his terrors foul. 

And fing foft requiems to the parting foul I 

Bluih, blufh for fhame ! — ^Your heads, ye PaAors, hide. 

Ye pamper'd fons of luxury and pride. 

Who leave to prowling wohres your helplefs care» 

And truck preferments at the public fair ; 

In whofe fat corpfe the foul fupinely lies. 

Snug at her eafe, and wondrous loth to rife I 

F. Friend, friiend, you'iti warm— -why this is downright 
ipleen, 
Yott flout the fat, becaufe yourfelf are lean : 
Yet laugh to fee behind the filver mace 
Black-brow'd Cornutus with his flarveKng face, 
A wretch fo worn with penury and pride. 
His very bones ftand ftaring thro* his hide. 
Why chuie the church, if petulant and vain 
You proudly fhun the paths that lead to gain* 
Yet rack'd with envy, when your brethren rife^ 
Revile the prudent arts that you defpife I 
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Better ibme dirty, vile, mechanic trzie, 

Cobler, or fmith— a fortune might be made' ; ' ' 

The crofs-iegg'd wretch, who ftitches np the gown« 

Is of more worth than half the clerks in town $ 

And laughs with purfe-prond iniblence to fee 

The needy curate's full-fleevM dignity.— 

P. Whyjchnfe the church? A father's prudent voice 
Determin'd, friend, and dignify'd the choice ; 
To thef , religion; thro' the tranquil road, 
Himfelf with. honour jMid w^^h virtuetrod, . • 

He led me on>— 4i|d J^i^Wf.no (Ls^ye ,to gai9« 
Undow'r'dltook thec^ ;aod unAt>wVd.r^tain^ , ^, . 
What ! Durft ihjp blind .ph|iofophei: of yore 
Chufe thy half-fifter Virtue^ vile and poor, 
Chufe her hcgirt^widii s^U the gfral^y tmu 
Of ills, contempt, andri(Ucuie^:..an4 fain f 
And fhall not I, O dear celeftial dame^ 
Love th$^. with 9^' inj foul's dey6ttte(E' flami; ? ' ' 
Shall I not .gajSe# . j|n4 4oal^ iupon thy charma, ^ . / 

And fly to catc]^ the j^eav'n within thy arms?. . . l. 
my fair,miftrc;{s, lovelier to be feen 
Than the chafte Hly, opening oi^ the green ; 
Sweet at the blu(hi|ig rpfe in S h a a o n's vale. 
And ibft as Id y^f ba's .balmy gale ! 
Of thee enamour'd martyr'd heroes flood 
Firm to their faith, and conflant ev'n to blood ; 
No views of fame^ no fears of fad diigrace. 
Had pow'/ to tear them from thy lov'd embrace^ 
Wrapt up ip tiips, tho' harlots ftalkt abroad^ 
And pcrfecution fhook her iron rod \ 
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Peace to their fouk Iryr^j^t tell mey genil^ xi^j 
O tell me, ^ce thy .beau tiie& all decay'd^ ... 
Hath time'^ foul caAk^y ;eir'xT grace, devoured ? 
Thy yirg^ chajTms hatl^ ignorance deflow'r'^.'r 
That thus t]^Q^ wai^de^^fi^, Jiglpkfs ai^d /(jn^jvn,: ; 
Of knaves the haue4, f^^A.of^ feofe tl|e_(cQ]» I, ^.. 

'?; Still kn^vc, land.ftor?-^Ft)r G.od's-fakc;jBi^ refrain I 
This petulance, of pride wil]^ ptrovsiyQur Jiano;' ' 
What ! you're^ aveifr t^ dafli 4ihr6^ duck and ^in ? 
Try cleaner wa^s-^^'tis dfont, • it y«u begin. ' 

Go with foft flittpry, ftudibus to ofeiigd,- ^ ': : 
Some dull, zndkif-aAwMti^ lord kiefiege, 

"• '1*1** •'! I 

And like thedeve, to M^eCA'a'pa-dphet dear, ' 
PicTc a good Ifi^ing firom yourp'atron's ear V ' ^, • 
GuLLiON fuc^ecdeAtirtft;; afhd fb nay yo^tr^ " 
But railing, railing U^^^Bncti&, it^nc'er etas dbi 
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P. Goodheav'n:&rlnddiatI'a ;>l.ahi;t)IilRt]»ttliV ' 

Who cannot &w]i,.ai\dl(}atl|' the wretch i^ka cfin^ 

Should brook a tfei^cher-chaplain at die board,' ' 

. "i ■ . * 

The loud horfe-laugb, and raiHery of my lord'; 

Slave to his j^kes, his paffion, and his pride, 

A dull tame fool-fclr lacqities to deride, ^ > - 

Who fnort around to hear the- wretch abufd 

My perfon, morals, famify, andmufe! 

Shall I fuch baft Egyptian bondage bear, .. ' 

And eat my heart thro* forfow, grief, and care ^ 

For twice feV*!! tedious years wait, watch, .ride, riirf. 

Nor dare to live, or fpeakj, or thijik; my, own ? ' 

I * - ■■ ■ J ■ 

ObCctve 
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Obkrve with awe that £i:kle vane hi« mind. 
That fhifts, and changes with the changeful wio^d^ 

Kead ev'ry look, each jtwinUing of his eye, 

' . » • 

And tbeace xLivioe the doubtfu> aogttiy ? 

No, PHsiHtA9^» nel-^— Hei>9 iifcthif ladbih rttreat^ 

Where eyfj^mufty and vtrtae fix their feat^ 

i^ere le^ me iku.n each Ierdli]ig«pffo«di'a»d Tsiiu 

^nd fcorn the warid dfe icarnM by iV aj^n f 
Ye happicf 'i^;.fMi]ir ifr tRii: flafetf do^»f 

Where Aill th^ftht of N^wtM M|ii8 td* rJcnknl/ ' 

Infpires each y(ikiiift^ (^hcS&tfe'iUir'^iiie/ 

His noonday vifto, Aiiiii mSlni^t^di^anflV 

Ye happier few, bjf i-tfgal hotrtfty fed; ;■* 

Here eat in |»-^«(fy '^d j^^ ybm^tfre^d •' ' ' ' ' 

Nor teS^rt^' ffltf «Md; that moiii&f.lWarii%-rf<*^f/; ;-^ 
WhercrTlfiJh%4V]^riirfre|k)fe Ai?dA|Jete;?^^^^ " * 
Where rock^ kid iShA; dfeid'jh&t^fs'olrSS/^^ . '\' 
To whelm the pilot's' hbpes' in anilJuifi>viSf. 

On a huge hill/ that Br^cvetf ihtf lieighBifafiH^'ify, 
Waiht by the'&ljfc giilph <Jf irtfkidyi*^ ■'" 

Preferment's tfetfplef itends ; the'fiiJShdWWtaif;- ' ^' 
How fteep the top, how cragge3"e^*ry fide i / - 

Compad of ice the dazzling- mountain glows. 
Like rocks of cryflal, or Lapponian fnows, «• 
While all around the fiorni-clad whirlwind rides*. 
Dread thunder breaks, and livid lightning glides^ .; 
Hither by hope enliven'd crouds repair, ^ 
Thick as the noontide fwarms that float in air ; 
Dean jollies dean, each fuiFragan his brother^ 
A^d half the jeaioiu mob keeps dWn ths otiofti. 
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Ah little knows the wretch, that hath not tryfd^ 
What hell it is this Ihouldritfg throng to bide. 
Where gariih art, anfl falfehood win the day, ' 

And fimple finjgle truth is Q)um'd away : 
Where round, and round, with painful fteps^tnrd* flow. 
Whoe'er would fdaie th^ Aidden height mull go $' 
Catch ev'ry twig, each brake and op'aing tr^ce,- 
Pull dowu his iriendv nsiyp&ther; from his. place. 
And raife himielf bjrodiMln Ibul •difgnicci. - • x 
Yet fome there are, gay Folly's EutterlygMt^st. 
That fre^,from care and: tQil, the fcunmitg^liy*';, 
Sublimely foar .on fortune'^ partial .wigd|... ;^ ^3 r 
And leave jhe ^ns of Science fu* behyidi : / ^ . ' . . . ; 
Thus ftraws and feathers eaiily can fly,.; ...^. ....^- . 
And the light f^ale is fure to mount . on high ; , , , ; 
Thin air-blown bubble^^ with each breath arc bo;q^ 
And wind will raife tJbe chaflT that leaves the corn^ 
Others iigain with cfouds contentious ftriye. 
And thro' mere dinf of opjpofition thrive; \ - -■ 
Stiff in opinion, ;i^ve, reftlefs wights. 
They nie'againfl the wind like paper kites.; *". 
^Twas thus proud R^kMys to the mitre flew, 
Oppoflng, and oppos' d > ' 

P. And thus mvfl you« 
Jf oppofition, fadion, broils prevail. 
Take courage, friend, for fure yoU ne'er can faJL 
Mifgaided youth, is fatyre thus your turn ! 
^afle while the baleful flames of party burn : 
In hift'ry read ; go, join the grand difpute. 
And give Qpc hireling more to Pitt, or BvTJs, 
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O ! wo^ld you paint Kb lordfliip^s jeridn o*er • . 
With imps, and fiends (like bafe inquifitM:).. 
Then boldly hang him out lo public view» * : 
The fcorn and laughter of the gaping^ ffj^* 
How G • Vs fons wooldpTr-r— 7 ;... 

. P. What I. . ..... 

F-[ExiU?for,jpjr, 
And lift your grateful praifes to the iky. ,. 

t r » 

• • ■ -"^ ~ ■ ■ ■ • ■ > ■ . y : I . • ' » . ■• ■ , 

p. H^r fohs exult ? your men of parts and fkill 
Change, like their drefs, their pni^ciples at will ;, 
Where Mammon cal^s, wifK liafte oblequiious run. 
And }>6w like Perfians tor t^ie rifihg fnn. 
Tod long, alas ! o'er Britain's bleeding land 
Hath fell corruption wav^idter ifbn'hand^** ' 
Too long poffeft a monarches patient car,* .' *"' ' 
While all the fon^ of freedom ihrnnk with tear* ■ • 
Is there then one, whoie b^reaft religion warms. 
And virtue decks with all her brighteft. ^l^arms.; 
Whofe fiery glance the loathfome den pervades. 
Where vice, and foul corruption fculk in ^ad^s ; 
True to his king, and to the public juft,' . 
No dupe to paffion, and no Have to luft ; 

• ' ■ 

Whom all the eood revere, the vile abufe, 

^ • • ■ ' ... 

A friend to learning, and the gentle mufe ?. 
Scotchmarf, .or Teague— be xhis his patriot yi(?w, 
I'll praife him, love him, friend, and fo ihall you. 
Curft be the lines (tho* ev'ry Thespian maid 
Con^ uninvoked, and lend her timely aid. 
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Vkw them,' like 't»nri9, wfth a-motktys eye, - " "^ 

And dip thaoK'b'ct' in dciirs 61* CAmfAtv) 

Curfl: be the littc4i> flrat poivWF'iite idbm. 

Or treat fair vatttoy zAdher friefnidk ^tirth- fcorn : 

Let 'em doath candles, wraprtf|f cXede,' Kn« trunfci ;• - * 

Or fluttering on a rait,- 'midft togues and punks. 

Ne'er meet the mild judicious critic's praife. 

But die, KicetKofe that Fanny fings or. fays : 

Fanny, dull wight', fd'whdm^hft gHoff appears'." " 
Of mnrderfd^ Horace,^ j)ale and w^ with tears ;,. 
Fa N N Y, dutf wight',, a M&oiiivoh-^rving llave» 
Half poHticiaiif atl^tift, jfarfon^ kn^ve. 
That dinink each night, ajKT'Jiquor'd' ev'^ry chiiit, V 
Dyes his red, face la port, Vnict jivs b'laclc foul in ink. 

No fly fiuauc, iio,entHufiw.wild, " ' . ' \ 

No party tool, beguiling and peguH'Hi ' ' '. ' * 

No ilave to jp^ide, no canting pimp.to pow fj 
Nor rigid CAurcHma^, . nor diflen^cr foui*. 
No fawniikg^tfat'terer to tke. ballc and yate;. 
No limift ^fe; or Warflttppcrpf 'gaiftrj' ^ ' *' 
When gay* tfot iiil&lite, grave iidt'ftvere, 1 ' 

Tho' leai?nM W'pedkhr, cMJthd^'fmcere-; ■ '' 

Nor mean nor hkughty, be olifc pfrfc'acher^s praife ' ^ " 
That-:^ — if he rif^, he rife by rii^nlyVvAys : 
Yes, he abhors*ekch-fM{d ftlflth'-tJew; ' - ^ '■ 

And dreads thfe ^piths yotip irieh' of* ar« purfue ; ^ • 

Who truft ibirie^wandl'ring mtteoPs dittmifirdf; ' 
And fly like owls from'tfullTs m^^Vi'dian dajfi 

F. Alas, alas>!-Xplainly, friend, forefee 
In points like thefe we never fliall agree. 
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Too fure debarred from all the joys of life, 
Fro^ hej^v'n'js bdjk gij^$# a Uving* and^N^ wife^ 
Ckain'd to i coVLefgc yoii mail wafte your dayt^ 
(Wrapt up in monkifh indolence, and eafe,) 
In one du^.roj^ndr^f 4ee|^ng| easing, drv^cfng, 
A foe to caf^y'bat more a foe to thinking. 
There when ten lufb^an^t 9f% fQp^el|[ (pent 

In ENVIOUS SLOTH, AND MOPIJH DISCONTENT; 

When not one f|j|e9^;.o8e ODfufort ittoie remains ; 
But flowly creeps the cold blood thro' your veins. 
And palfy'd hands, and toft'nng knees betray 

An hciplpfs ft^tfjof nat»,t%inr4^pgr-j ': ;» :•. 7 * 

While War4,y9i^^.4^ifl^^ iflli^i^^tk. .r. 

And longs to (hp^e.jCQji ^opt^di^g 9^, t^i^flija^ 
Then, then you'll blame )^9^^, <;;)9[jdu^i^ 
And curfe your enemies^ :^/;rka48#^^|V^ 

P. Better b^ wory*witTi,agp, witH ilb,.op|fT9ft^ 
Diftreil in ^mel in jfortunetoo diftrieft : 
Better unknown, a^id^ Unl^cntcjl difi». 
With no kind fiiei^df tp.clf i^ the i^fajaa^^^ ^jrc^ - 
(So all is calm^, and undLifti^l-bJd witJunJi., . 
Than feel, and fear th^ biQng pangs pC $<lf 
For O ! what odds, the curtaih once withdrawn. 
Betwixt a faint in rags, and.rey'rend kn^ve in lawn? 
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■;. i. i.' 

HENCE froni my fighty uiifeeKng Tage/ 
'Hencev ta tliy fonely hermitage !— ". . 
Tiieie 6r rcrtov'd ftom' joy, and^pain, 
SapirtdyflumWKfeaWaj^; ' ' 
Aft o'er Arif ydlerday ag^A, 
And be thy morrow like to-day« 
Rcft^to tTkj bbhes t-^Whilc to the gale 
Happier 1 fpread my feftive wing. 
And like the wahd^ring bee exhafe 
Frefli odonrt from life*s honey'd fpring ; 
From Uoom to bloom iii pleaiing rapture ftray, 
Where mirth invites, and pit afare points the way* 

1. 2. 

Hail ! htav'n^bom virgin fair, and free. 
Of language mild, of afpeA gay, 
Whofe voice the fuUen family 
Of care and difcontent obey ! 
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By thee infpir'd tke fimpleft iqenef. 
The ruflet cots, the lowly glensy 
Mountains, on whole craggy brow 
Nature's lawlefs tenants feedi 
Buihy dells, and ftreams, that A<m 
Thro' the vi'let-purpled mead, 
^ Delight ; thy breatitexalts the rich perfum^. 
That brooding o'er embalm the bean-flow'r field. 
Beyond Sabean fweets, and all the gums 
The fpicy deferts of Arabia yield.: 

I- i 

When the Attic bird complains 
From the ftilly attentive grove. 
Or the linnet breithes his flrains. 
Taught by nature, and by love j 
po thou approve the dulcet airs. 
And Harmony's foft, filken chain. 
In willing bondage leads our cares. 
And binds the giant-fenfe of pain : 
Uhtun'd by thee, how coarfe the long-drawn note. 
Spun from the lab'ring eunuch's tortur'd throat I * 
Harlh are the founds, tho' Farinelli iings, * 

HarJQi are the founds, tho' Handel wakes the firings. * 
Untouch'd by thee, fee fenfelefs Florio ilts, ^ 

And ftares, and gapes, and nods, a^d yawns by fits, 

n. I. 

O Pleaftt^e, come ! — and far, far hence 

Expel that nun, Indiifereiice ! ^ 
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WhercVr fhe waves Ecr Ebon wind, 

Drencht in the dull Letiuean deep. 

Behold the marble jMrffioaa ftgnd 

Abforb'd in everlalHi^g ilee^ ! 

Then from the wttfte^ and Jkarren mind 

The mufe's fairy-phantoms Ry, 

They fly, nor leare a wreck behind 

Of .heat'n-defoending poefy : 
Love's thrilling tumults then sat feh no more» 
Quencht is the gen'rous heat, the rapt'rons throbs treo'^! 

n. 2. 

'Twas thou, O nymph ! tliat led*ft along 
The fairDione's waiiton^ choir. 
While to thy blitheft, fofteft fong. 
Ten thoufand Cupids ftrung the lyre : 
Aloft in ^r the cherubs play'd 
What time, in Cypria's myrtle-fliade. 
Young Adonis flumb'ring lay 
On a bed of bluftiing flowVs, 
Call'd to life by early May, 
And the rofy-boTomM hours : 
The queen of love beheld her darling boy, 
In am'rou» mood flie neiUed to his fide. 
And thus, to melt his frozen breaft to joy^ 
Her wanton, art fhe gayly-fmiling try'd. 

n. 3. 

From the muflc-rofe, wet i«)^ith dew. 
And the lily's opening bell,. 
From frefh eglantine fhe drew . 
fwtets of aromatic (mell : 
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Part of that honejr »wt ihc took. 

Which Cupid too advent'rous ilolc^ 

When flung his throbbing ]»»n4 ^ ik^kf 

And felt the anguifh to lii« foul t 
His mother taught to h/^ tbe elf ^ojnplaia. 
Yet ftill (he pity'd, and relieved hii pain ; 
She dreft the woun^ >^^ b^lm of iav'nigm oiigbc, 
Adid bath'd him in th^ well of de^ ddLight : 
Ah, who would fear to be fo bath'd in blifs, ♦ 

More agonizing fmart, wd deeper wounds than this?— - 

HI. I. 

Her magic zone Ihe next unbound. 

And wav'd it in the air around : 

Then cull*d frofti eVer-frolic (mites. 

That live in Beauty's dimpled cheek. 

Such fweetnefs a? the heart beguiles, ^ 

And turns the mighty ftrong to weak : 

To tKefe ambroiial dew fhc join'd. 

And o'er the flame of warm defire, 

Fann'd by foft ^ghs, love's gentlcfi: wind, 

DifTolv'd, and made the charm entire ; 
O'er her moifi lip^, that biufh'd with heav'ftly nfd. 
The graces' frieiidly hand the blefl ingredieivtS' feftad. 

ni. 2, 

• m 

Adonis wak'd-^e faw the fair. 
And felt unufual tumults rife ; 
His bofom heav'd with am'rous care. 
And humid languor veil'd his eyes ! 
Driv'n by fome ftrong impulfive pow'r 
He fought the moil fc(jucfter'dboY^*r, 
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Where dlfftig'd on Venus* breaft^ 

Firft he felt extadc blifs, 

Firft her balm jr lips he preft. 

And devoor'd the new made kiss*: 
But, O my muie, thy tattling tongue retrain. 
Her facrsd rites what mortal dares to tell ? 
She crowns the filent> leads the blabbing Twain 
To doubts, deiires, and feafs, the fer'riih lover's: heff« 

m. 3. 

Change then, fweeteft nymph of nine. 
Change the fong, and fraught with pleafures^ 
String anew thy iilver twine 
To the foftefi;,* Lydian meafures I 
My Cynthia calls, whofe natal hour 
Th' affiftant graces faw, and fmiPd ; 
Then deign'd his Cyprian charms to pour 
With laviih bounty o'er the child : 
Sithence where'er the firen moves along, 
In pleafing wonder chained is er'ry tongue^ 
Love's foft fufFufion dims the aching eyes. 
Love's fttbtleil flame thro* ev'ry art'ry flies t 
Our trembling limbs th' unequal pulfe betray. 
We gaztrin tranfport Ipfl— then faint, and die away^ 
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EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 



BALLAD. 



BY Dr. GOLDSMCTH, 



* ^TT^ URN, gentle hermit of the dale^ i. 

A * And guide my lonfly way 

* To where yoh taper cheers the Vale 

* With hofpitable ray. .; • 

* For here, forlorn and loft I tread, 

* With fainting fteps and flow ; 

* Where wilds immeafurably fpread, 

* Seem lengthening as I go.' : 

* Forbear, xny fon,* the hermit cries, 

* To tempt the dangerous glooni i 

* For yonder faithlefs phantom flies 

* To lure thee to thy doom. . ' ' 

* Here to the houfeleis child of want 

* My door is open ftill ; . . 
^ And tho' my portion is but fcant, 

\ * J give it with good will. 



From better babitatipns fpuxn'dy 

* Reluftant doft thou rove ; 
Or grieve for friendftiip unreturnM, 

* Or unregarded love ? 

Alas ! the joys that fortune brings 

* Are trilling and decay ; 

And thofe who prize the paltry things, 

* More trifling ftill than they. 

And what is friendfhip but a jiame,. 

< A charm that lulls to fleep ; 
A fhade that follows wealth or fame» 

* But leaves the wretch to weep ? 

r 

And love is ftill an emptier fpund, 

* The modern fair one's jeft. 
On earth unfeen, or only found 
« To warm the turtle's ncft. 

For fhame, fond youth, thy forrows hufli, .« 

< And fpurn the fex,* he faid : 
But, while he fpoke, a rifing blufh 

His love-lorn guefl betray'd. 

Surpriz'd he fees new beaufies rife 

Swift mantling to the view. 
Like colours o'er the- morning Ikies, 

As bright, as tranfient too. 
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The bafliful look, the rifing breaft. 

Alternate fpread alarms; 
The lovely ftranger ftands confeft 

A maid in all her charms. ^ 

* Andy ah ! forgive a ilranger rude;^ 

* A wretch forlorn,* Ihc ay'd, 

< Whofe feet unhallowed thus intrude 

* Where heaven and you refidk* 

* But let a maid thy pity: (hare, 

* Whom love has taught to ftray ; 

* Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 

* Companion of her way. 

* My father liv'd befide the Tyne, 

* A wealthy lord was he ; 

* And all his wealth was mark'd as mine } 

* He had but only me. 

' To win me from his tender arms 

* Unnumbered fuitors came 5 

* Who prais'd me for imputed charms^ 

* And felt or feign'd a flame. 

* Each hour a mercenary crowd 

* With richeft proffers ftrovc : 

* Among the reft young Edwin bow'd, 
^ But never talk'd of love. 
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' III hiiinble fimplell lutbit clail^ 

* No wealth nor power had he ; 

^ WKdom and worth were all he had, 
) 'But thefe were all to me. 

' The bloiTom opening to the day« 

* The dews of heaven refinM, 

* Could nought of purity difplay 

< To emulate hi» mind^ 

< The dew, the bloiTom on the tree, 

* With charms inconftant ihine } 

* Their charms were hisy but woe to me^ 
' Their conftancy was mi^ie, 

' For dill I try'd each fickle art, 

* Importunate and vain ; 

< And while his paffion louchM my heartj^ 

< I triumph'd in his pain, 

f Till quite dejeded with my ftom| 

* He left me to my pride ; 

* And fought a folitude forlorn^i 

* In fecret where he died* 

< But mine the forrow, mine the &uh| 

* And well my life Ihall pay, 

< ni feek the folitude he fought, 

5 And ftrctch m^ where he lay. 
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-^ And there forlorR defpaiiing hid, 

* 1*11 lay me down and die : 

• !Twas fa for ioie that Edwin did, ^ 

* And fo for him will 1/ _ • . . 

• Forbid it, heaven !' the hermit ciy'd. 
And clafp'd her to his Ijreaft : 

The wondering fair one turn'd to chide, 
'T was Edwin's felf^at prcft. 

• Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

* My charmer turn to fee'] 

• Thy own, thy long loft Edwin here, . ' 

< Reftor'd to love and thee. 

• Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

* And ev'ry care refign ; 

f And fhall we never, never part, . 

< My life, — ^my all that's mine, • 

• No, nevsr, from this hour to part, 

* We'll live and love fo true; 

' The figh that rends thy conftant heart, 

* Shall break thy Edwin's too.' : 
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BY THE S A ME. 

SAY, cruel Irii/ pretty j-akci^ . 
Dear merceivaiy be^mty. 
What annual offering fliaU I ^najc^ ■ . 
Expreffive of my duty ? 

My heart, a viftim to thine' eyes. 

Should I at once deliver. 
Say, would the angry- fei* one prizt 

The gift, who flights the giver f • 

A bill, a jewel, wa^ck#Or toy, : 

My rivals give — and let 'em-: > 
If gems, or gold, impa^a joy, 

I'll give them, when Icgct ^enu ' 

I'll give — but not th^&B-Wown rofc^ ^ 

Or rofe-bud more in fafhioa ; 
Such fhort-liv'd oiferittgs blU difclofe 

A tranfitory paffion ; . 

I'll give thee fomething yet unpaid. 

Not lefs fincere than civil : 
I'll give thee — Ah ! too charming maid, 
*- yU tfive thee— ——to {hprdcvil. 
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THE 

C I T's C O U N T R Y-B O X, J757, 

BY ROBERT LLOYD, A. M. 

J^cj fapere l£ folos aio bene vi'dere, guorum, 
Confpicitur nitidis fundata pecunia 'villis. HoR» 

THE wealthy cit,' grown old in trade. 
Now wifhes for the rural fhade, * 
And buckles to 'his one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare; 
While wedg'd in clofely by his fide. 
Sits madam, his unweildy bride. 
With Jacky on a ftool before 'cm, ■ 
And put they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce pafl the tur^ipike half a mile. 
How all the country ^ms to finile ! 
And as they flowly jog together. 
The cit commendi the road and weather^ 
While madam doats «poa the trees,. 
And longs for ev'ry houfe (he ieci^ 
Admires its views, its fituatton, 
Atid thiis fhe opens her oration. 

What fignifies the loads of wealth 
Without that ricjieft jewel, health ? 
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Bxcufe tbe fondnefs of a wife. 
Who doats upon yeu^ precioas life ! 
Such eaielefs toiU Aich conHant care. 
Is more than human ftrength can bear : 

One may obferve it in your face 

Xlideed, my dear, you break apace : 
And nothing can your health repair. 
But exercife, and country air. 
Sir Traffic has a houfe^ you know. 

About a mile from Cheney-Row : 
He^s a good man, indeed 'tis true. 
But not fo warm, my dear, as you : 
And folks are always apt to fneer — 
One would not be out-done, my dear ! 

Sir Traffic's name fo well apply'd 
Awak'd his brother merchant's pride ^ 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoft deference to his wife, 
Confefs'd her arguments had reafon. 
And by th' approaching fummer feafon. 
Draws a few hundreds from the flocks, 
A^d purchafes his country-box. 

Some three or four miles out of town^ 
(An hour's ride will biing you down) ' 
He fixes on his choice abode. 
Not half a furlong from the road ; 
And fo convenient does it lay. 
The (lages pafs it ev'ry day : 
And then fo fnug, fo mighty pretty. 
To }iave an houfe fo near the city ! 
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Take but your places at the Boar^ 
You're fet down at the very door. 

Well then, fuppofe them fixM at laft, 
White-waftiing, painting, fcrubbing paft^ 
Hugging themfelves in eafe and clover. 
With all the fufs of moving over ; 
Lo, a new heap of whims are bred ! 
And wanton in my lady's head. 

Well to be fure, it muft be own'd. 
It is a charming fpot of ground : 
So fweet a diilance for a ride. 
And all about fo countrified ! 
'T would come to but a trifling price 
T0 make it quite a paradife ; 
I cannot bear thofe nafty rails, 
Thofe ugly broken mouldy pales : 
Suppofe, my dear, inftead of thefe. 
We build a railing, all Chinefe ; 
Although one hates to be expos'dj 
'Tis difmal to be thus inclos'd : 
One hardly any objeft fees— ^ 
I wifh you'd fell thofe odious trees, 
Objedis continually paffing by 
Were fomething to amufe the eye, 
Sut to be pent within the walls—— 
One might as well be at St. Paul's. 
Our houfe beholders would adore. 
Was there a level lawn before, 
Kothing its views to incommode^ 
Sut ^uite laid opeato the roaul; 
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While ev'ry trav'Ier in Atnare 
Should on our little mansion gaze. 
And pointing to the choice retreat^ 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's country-ieat* 

No doubt her argum enti .prevail. 
For madam's taste can never fail. 

Bleft age ! when all men jnay procare 
The title of a connoilTeur ; 
When noble and ignpble herd 
Are govern'd by a iinglcword; 

* Though, like the royal German* dames. 
It bears an hundred Chriftiati names ; 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Go&t, 
Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-ffai-qiioi, Virtii : 
Which appellations all defcribe 
Taste, and the modern talleful tribe. 

Now biicklay'rs, carpenter?, and joiners^ 
With Chinefe artifts and defigners, 
Produce their fchemes of alteration, 
To work this wond'rous reformation. 
The ufeful dome, which fecret flood, 
Embofom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 

. The trav'lcr with amazement fees 
A temple, Gothic, or Chinefe, 
With many a bell, and tawdry rag on. 
And crefted with a fprawling dragon ; 
A wooden arch is bent aftride 
A ditch of water, four foot wide. 
With angles, curves, arid zigzag lines. 
From Halfpenny's exadl defigns ; 






In front, a level- law n h feen, •, ' * 

Without a Ihrub upon the green. 

Where Tafte would want its firft great law. 

But for the fkulking, fly ha-ha. 

By whofe miraculcns^ffiftance 

You gain a profped two fields dillance. 

And now from Hyde-Park Corner come 

The gods of Athens, and of Rome. 

Here fquabby Cupids take their places. 

With Venus, and the cltifmfy graces : 

Apollo there, with aim fo clever. 

Stretches his leaden bow for ever ; 

And there, without the pow'r to fly,* 

Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac'd. 
All own, that Thrifty has a tafte ; 
And madam's female friends ^and couiins. 
With common-council-meti, by dozens. 
Flock ev'ry Sunday to the feat. 
To ftare about them, and to eat. 

The actor. 

ADDRESSEDTO 

B O N N E L L THORNTON, Efq; 

BY -THE SAME. 

ACTING, dear Thornton, its perfeflion draws 
From no obfervance of mechanic laws ; 
No fettled maxims of a fav'rite frajre, 
Nq ndes deliver'^ down from age to a^e. 
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Let players nicely mark them as they will, 
Can e'er entail hereditary fkilL 
If, 'mongft the humble heafers of the pit. 
Some curious vetVan critic chance to lit. 
Is he pleas'd more becaufe 'twas afted fo 
By Booth and Gibber thirty years ago ? 
The mind recals an objeft held more dear. 
And hates the copy, that it comes ib near : 
Why lov'd we Wilks's air. Booth's nervous tone j 
In them 'twas natural, 'twas all their own. 
A Garrick's genius muft our wonder raife, 
Bujt gives his mimic no refieded praife. 
Thrice happy Xjenius, whofc unrival'd name 
Shall live for ever in the voice of Fame ! 
'Tis tliine to lead, with more than magic (kill. 
The train of captive paflions at thy will ; 
To bid the buriling tear fpontaneous flow 
In the fwect fenfe of fympathetic woe : 
Through cv'ry vein I feel a chillnefs creep. 
When horrors fuch as thine have murdcr'd fleep ; 
And at the old man's look and frantic ftare 
'Tis Lear alarms me, for I fee him there. 
Nor yet confin'd to tragic walks alone. 
The comic mufe too claims thee for her own. 
With each delightful requi£te to pleaie, 
Tafte, fpirit, judgment, elegance, and eafe. 
Familiar nature forms thy only rule. 
From Ranger's rake to Drugger*s vacant fool i 
With powers fo pliant, and fb various blefi:. 
That what we fee the laft» we like the hc^ 
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Not idly pleas'd, at judgment's dear expence^ 
But burfl outrageous with the laugh of iexife. 

Perfeftion's top, with weary toil and pain, 
'Tis genius only that can hope to gain. 
The play'r's profeffion (tho* I hate the phrafc, 
'Tis fo mechanic in thefe modern days) 
Lies not in trick, or attitude, or flart. 
Nature's true knowledge is his only art. 
The ftrong-felt paflion bolts into the face. 
The mind untouch'd,^what is it but grimace? 
To this one ftandard make your juft appeal. 
Here lies the golden fecret ; learn to t? eel. 
Or fool, or monarch, happy, or difcrefl:. 
No ador pleafes that is not po^efs'd. 

Once on the flage, in Rome's declining days. 
When Chriftians were the fubjeft of their plays. 
E'er perfecution dropp'd her iron rod. 
And men ftill wag'd an impious war with Godj 
An aftor ilourifh'd of no vulgar fame. 
Nature's difciple, and Geneft his name. 
A noble objed for his fkill he chofe, 
A martyr dying 'midft infulting foes ; 
Refign'd with patience to religion's laws. 
Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour's caufe. 
Fill'd with th* idea of the fecret part. 
He felt a zeal beyond the reach of art. 
While look, and voice, and gellure all expreflll 
A kindred ardour in the player's breaft ; 
Till as the flame thro' all his bofom ran. 
He loft the adtor, and commenc'd the man ; 
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trofeft the faith, his pagan gods denied. 
And what he aftcd then, he after died. 

The player's pro^ance they but vainly try, 
Who want thefe pow'rs, deportment, voice, and eye 

The critic fight 'tis only grace can plcafe. 
No figure charms us if it has not cafe. 
There are, who think the flature all in all, 
Nor like the Hero, if he is not tall. 
The feeling fenfc all other want fupplies, 
I rate no aftor's merit from his fize. 
Superior height requires fuperior grace. 
And what's a giant with a vacant face ? 

Theatric monarchs, iu their tragic gait, 
AiFeft to mark the folemn pace of ftate ; 
One foot put forward in pofition ftrong. 
The other, like its vafTal, dragg'd along : 
So grave each motion, fo exadl and flow. 
Like wooden monarchs at a puppet-fhow. 
The mien delights us that has native grace. 
But afFeftation ill fupplies its place. 

Unfkilful adlors, like your mimic apes. 
Will writhe their bodies in a thoufand fhapes j 
However foreign from the poet's art. 
No tragic hero' but admires a flart. 
What though unfeeling of the nefvous line ; 
Who but allows his attitude is line ? 
While a whole minute equipoised he Hands, 
Till praife difmifs him with her echoing hands ! ' 
Refolv'd, though nature hate the' tedious i aufe. 
By perfeverance to extort applaufe. 



When Romeo forrowing at his Juli^t*s d^Bl* / 
With eager madnefs burfts the canvas tomb. 
The fudden whirl, ftretch'd leg, and lifted ftaff>- 
Which pleafe the vulgar, make the critic laughs 

To paint the paffion's force, and mark it wcilt 
The proper action nature's felf will tell : 

No pleafing -pow'rs diftortions e'er exprcfi, 

And nicer judgment always loaths excefs. 
In fock or bulkin, who o'erleaps^ the bounds^ 
Difgufts our reafon, and the tafLe* confounds* 
Of all the evils which the ftage molell> 
I hate your fool who overads his jefl ; 
Who murders what the poet finely writ. 
And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit^ 
With fhrug, and grin, and gefturc out of place. 
And writes a foolifh comment with his face. 
Oldjohhfon once, tho' Gibber's perter veia 
But meanly grouped him with a num'roub train^ 
With fleady face, and fober hum'roUs mien^ 
Fiird the ftrong outlines of the comic fcene. 
What was writ down, with decent utt'rance fpoke^ 
Betray'd no fymptom of the confcious joke ; 
The very man in look, in voice, in air. 
And tho* upon the ftage, appeared no play'r. 

The word and adion fhould conjointly fuit. 
But ading words is labour too minute. 
Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong; 
While fober humour marks th' imprefTion ffrong; 
Her proper traits the fixt attention hit. 
And bring me clofer to the poet's wit ; 

E '^v^ 
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With her deUghted o'er each ftene I go, 
Well-'pleas'd, and nota(ham'd of being Co^ 

But let tlie genepotts ador dill forbear 
To copy features with a mimic's care \ 
^Tis a po«r (killr which cv'ry fool can reach, 
A vile ftage-cuftoin, honour'd in- the breach. 
Worfe as more dofe, the di£ngenuoas art 
Bat fhews the wantoncloo&nefs of the heart. 
When I behold a wretch, of talents mean, 
Drag private foibles on. the public fcene, 
!Forfaking nature's- ikii: and open road 
To mark fome whim, Ibme ftrange peculiar mode,, 
rir'd with difguft, I loath his fcrvile plan, 
Defpife the mimit, and abhor the man. 
Go to the km'e, to hofpitals repair. 
And hunt for humour in diftortions there ! 
Fill up the meafure of the motley whim 
With ftirug, wink, fnuffle, and convulfive limB j- 
Then fhame at once,- to plcafe a trifling age, 
Cood fenfe, good manners, virtue, and the ftagep 

*Tis not enough the voice be found and clea«, 
^Tis modulation that muft charm the ear. 
When defperate heroiires grieve with tedious moan. 
And whine their forrows in a fce-faw tone. 
The fame foft founds of unimpaflioned woes 
Can only make the yawning hearers doze. 

The voice all modes of paffion can exprefs. 
That marks the proper word with proper llrds.' 
But none emphatic can that si€tor call, 
Vha lays an e^ual empba^ on alL 



Some b'er the tongue the labour'd mcafurcs rolT 
Slow and delib'rate as the parting toll. 
Point ev'ry ftop, mark ev'ry paufe fo ftrong. 
Their words , like ftage-proceffions, flalk along. 
All afFedlation but creates difguily 
And e'en in fpeaking we may feem too juft. 

Nor proper, Thornton, can thofe founds appeaf 
Which bring not numbers to thy nicer ear : 
In vain for them thepleaiingmeafure flows, 
Whofe recitation runs it all to profe j 
Repeating what the poet fets not down^ 
The verb disjointing from its friendly noun^ 
While paufei and break, and repetition join 
To make a difcord in each tuneful line. 

Some placid natures fill th' allotted fcene 
With lifelefs drone, infipid and (erene^ , 
While others thunder ev'ry couplet o^er, 
And aim oil crack your ears with raiit and roar* 

More nature oft and finer flrokes are fhown. 
In the low whifper than tempeftUous tohe. 
And Hamlet's hollow voice and fixt amaze 
More powerful terror to the mind conveys. 
Than he, who fwoFn with big impetuous rage. 
Bullies the bulky phantom off the fiage. 

He, who in earneft ftudies o'er his part, 
Vill find true nature cling about his heart. 
The modes of grief are not included all 
in the white handkerchief and mournful drawl ; 
A iingle look more marks th' internal woe^ 
Tlum all the windings of the lengt\icii^d O. 



tJp to the face the quick'^'eniation flies^ 
And darts its meaning from the fpeaking eyes f 
Love, tranfpoYt, madnefs, anger, fcorn, defpair^ 
And all the paijioosy all the foul is there. 

In vain Ophelia gives her' flowrets round. 
And with her fbaws fantaHic ilrews the ground. 
In vain now fings, now heaves the defp'rate figh^ 
If phrenzy fit not in the troubled eye. 
In Gibber's look commanding forrows ipeak. 
And call the tear faft trickling down my cheek. 

There is a. fanlt which ftirs the critic's rage j 
A want of due attention on the flage. 
I have feen adlors, and admir'd ones too, 
Whofc tongues wonnd tip fct forward from their cue 
In their own fpeech* who whine, or roar av/ay. 
Yet feem unmov*d'at what the reH may fay; 
Whofe eyes and thoughts on difPrent objefts roam^ 
Until the prompter*! voice recal them home* 

Diveft yourfelf of hearers, if you can. 
And ftrive to fpeak, and be the very maiu 
Why fhould the .well-bred aftor wilh to know 
Who fits above to-rnight, or who below ? 
So, *mid th' harmonious tones of grief or rage, 
Italian fquallers oft difgrace the fiage ; 
When, with a fimp'ting leer, and bow profound^ 
The fqueaking Cyrus greets the boxes round ; 
Or proud Mandaae, of imperial race, 
Pamiliar drops a curt'fie to her grace. 

To fuit the drefs demands the adlor's art, 
Yet there are thofe who over-drefs the part. 
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To fome prefcriptive right gives fettled things^ 
Black wigs to murd'rers, feather'd hats to kings : 
But Michsiel Caffio might be drunk enough, ^ 

Tk)' all his features were not grim'd with fnufE 
Vfjiy fhou'd Poll Peachum fhinc in fattin cloaths ? . 
Why ev'ry devil dance in fcarkt hofe ? 

But in flage-xuftoms what offends me moft 
Is the flip-door, and ilowly-rifing ghofl. 
Tell me, nor count the queflion too fevere. 
Why need th^ difinal powder*d forms appear ? 

When chilling horrorg fhake th' affrighted kin^^ 
;And guilt torments him with her fcorpion fling ; 
When keeneft feelings at his bofom pull. 
And fancy tells him that the feat is full ; 
Why need the ^hoA ufurp the monarch's place, . > 
To frighten children with his mealy facei 
The king alone fhou'd form the phantom ther-Ci 
And talk and tremble at the vacant chair. 

If Belvidera her lov'd lofs deplore. 
Why for twin fpeftres burfts the yawning floor? 
When with diforder'd ilarts, and horrid cries. 
She paints the murder 'd forms before her eyes. 
And flill purfues them with a frantic flare, 
'Tis pregnant madndTs brings the vifjons there. 
More inflant horror would enforce the fcehe. 
If all her fhifdd'rings were at fhapes unfeen* 

Poet an4 ador thus, with blendid fkill, ^ 
Mould all our paflioas to their inflant will i 
'Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads the flage, 
{The fpeakiBjg comment of his Shakefpear's page) 
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Oft as I drink the words with greedy ears, 
I ihalce with horror, or difiblve with tears. 

O ! ne'er may folly feize the throne of tafle^ 
Nor dulnefs lay the realms of genias wade ! 
No bouncing crackers ape the thund'rer's £re» 
No tumbler float upon the bending wire ! 
More natural ufes to the ftage belong. 
Than tumblers, monfters, pantomime, or ibngt 
For other purpofe was that fpot deiign'd : 
To purge the paffions, and reform the mind. 
To giv^ to nature all the force of art. 
And while it charms the ear to mend the heart. 

Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend 
The decent ftage, as virtue's natural friend. 
Tho^off d^bas'd with fcenes profane and loofe. 
No reiifon weighs againft its proper uie. 
Tho' the lewd prieft his facred fun^on fhame. 
Religion's perfect law is flill the fame. 

Shall they, i^ho trace the pa£Gons from their rifej^ 
$hew fcorn her features, her own image Tice ? 
Who teach the mind its proper force to fcan. 
And (K)ld the faithful mirror up to man* 
Shall their profeffion e'er provoke difilain. 
Who Hand the foremoil in the mOi4p^ain ; 
Who lend refleaion all the grace o/ li^. 
And ftrike the precept home upon the hearf ? 

Yet, haplefs artift ! tho' thy (kill can raiie, 
The burning peal of univerfal praife, 
Tho' at thy beck applaufe delighted ftandsA 
And liftSy Briareus' like, her hundred hands. 
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"SLnow, fame awards thee bijt a partial breath ! 
-Not all thy talents brave the ftroke of death. 
Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, 
And 4ateil times th' eternal nature feeL 
Tho' blended here th^ praife of bard and play'r, 
While more than half becomes the aftor's fliare, 
• Relentlefs death untwifts the mingled famc^ 
And finks the player ia the poet's name. 
The pliant mufcles of the various face. 
The mien that gave each fentence ftrength and gracc^ 
The tuneful voice, the eye that fpoke the mind, ' 
Are gone, nor leave a iingfe trace behind. 
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WILLIAM AND MARGARET. 

BY DAVID MALLET, £% 

I. 
'^TT^WAS at the filent, folemn koufr 

JL When night' and morning meet* 
In glided Ma r o a r e r's.grimly ghoft. 

And flood at William's feet. 

n. 

Her face was like an April-morn, 

Clad in a wintry cloud. : 
And clay-cold was her lily-hand. 

That held her ikble ihroud. 

E4. XSL.%<i 
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ra. 

So (hall the faireft face appear. 
When youth and years are flown 9 

Such is the robe that kings muft wear» 
When death h^ reft their crown. 

IV. 
Her bloom was li|ce the fpringing flower^ 

That fips the filver dew ; 
The rofe was budded in her cheeky 

Juft opening to the view. . 

' - . , V. 
]Sut love had, like the canker-worn^ 
Confum'd her early prime : 

^na|rofi| grew pale, and left her cheel;; 

* Sle dy'd before her time. 

VI. 
Awake ! ihe cry'd, thy true love calls. 

Come froQi her midnight-grave ^ 
Now let thy pity hear the maid 

Thy love refus'd to fave. 

vn. 

This is the dumb and dreary hour^ 
When injur'd ghofts complain ; 

\Vhen yawning graves give up their dead. 
To haunt the faithlefs fwain. 

vm. 

Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oith : 

i^nd give me back my maiden-vowj 
^ui give me back my uotii^ 
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IX. 

Why did you promife love to me. 

And not that promife keep ?• 
Why did you fvvear my eyes were brighti - 

Yet leave thofe eyes to weep ? . 

X. 

How could you fay my face was fair. 

And yet that face forfake ? 
How could you win my virgin heart. 

Yet leave that heart to break ? 

XI. 
Why did you (ay, my lip was fweet^ 

And made the fcarlet pale ? 
And why did I, young witlefs maid. 

Believe the flattering tale I 

xn. 

That face, alas ! no more is fair ; 

Thofe lips no longer red : 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death^ 

And every charm is fled. 

xni. 

The hungry worm my After is ; 

This winding flieet I wear : 
And cold and weary lafts our nights 

Till that laft morn appear. 

XIV. 
But hark ! the cock has wam'd me hence; 

A long and late adieu ! 
Come, fee, falfe man, how low ihe lieSy 

Who dy'd for love of you, 

4 
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XV. ^ 

^he lark fung loud ; the morning iinil'd. 

With beams of rofy red ; . 
Pale William ;quak*d in trery limb, / 

And raving left his bed. • 

XVI. 
He hy'd him to the fatal place 

Where Margaret's body lay : 
And ftretch'd him on the grafs-green turf. 

That wrapp'd her breathl efs clay. 

xvn. 

And thrice he calPd on Margaret's name. 

And thrice he wept full fore : 
Then laid his cheek to her cold grave. 

And word fpoke never more I 

N. B. In a comedy of Fletcher, called H^e Knight oftbtt 
hurning Peftle^ old Merry Thought enters repeating the 
following verfes i 

When it was grown to dark midnight 

And all were fall alleep, 
In came Margaret's grimly ghoft, ' 

And ftood at William's feet. 

This was, probably, the beginning of feme ballad, commonly 
known at the time when that author wrote ; and is all of it, 
I believe, that is any where to be met with. Thefe lines, 
naked of ornament and fimple as they are, ftruck my fancy : 
and, bringing frefh into my mind an mihappy adventure, much 
talked of formerly, gave birth to the foregoing poem j which 
was written many years ago, 

ZEPHIRr 
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ZEPHIR: OR, THE STRATAGEM. 

BY THE SAME. 

Egregiam 'verd laudem $t fp%lia ampla referiis, 

Una iolo Divum fi Foemina <viAa duorum eft* Vi&Ot 

The argument. 

A certain young lady was furprifed, on horfe-back| by 
a violent florm of wind and rain from the Southwestji 
which made her difmount fomewhat precipitately. 

THE God, in whofe gay train appear 
Thofe gales that wake the purple year ; 
Who lights up health and bloom and grace 
In Nature'?, and in Mira's face; 
To fpeak more plain, the weftcrn wind. 
Had feen this brightefl of her kind : 
Had feen her oft with frefh furprize I 
And ever with defiring eyes ! 
Much by her ihape, her look, her)dr, 
DiiHnguifh'd from the vulgar fair : 
More, by the meaning foul that fhines 
Thro' all her charms, and all refines. 
$om to command, yet turn'd to pleafe, 
Per form is dignity, with eafe : 
^{'hen — fuch a hand, and fuch an arm, 
As age or impotence might warm I 
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Joft Aich a leg too« Zsphih knows* 

*rlic Mec&ean Venus ihows ! 
So far he fees ; fb far admires^ 

Each charm is fuel to his fires : 

But oth r charms, and thofe of price. 

That form the bounds of Paradise, 

Can thofe an equal praife command ? 

All tarnM by Nature's finefl hand ! 

Is all the confecrated ground 

With plunrpnefs, firm, with fmoothnefs, round ? 
. The world, but once, one Zeuxis few, 

A faultlefs form who dar*d to draw : 

And then, that all might perfeft be. 

All rounded off in due degree. 

To furnifti out the matchlefs piece. 

Were rifled half the toafts of Greece. 

*Twas Pitt's white neck, 'twas Delia's thigh j 

'Twas Wald'grave's fweetly-brilliant eye ; 

'Twas gentle Pembroke's cafe and grace, J 

And Hervey lent her maiden^face. 
But dares he hope, on British ground. 
That thefe may all, in one, be found ? 
-Thefe chiefly that Mil fhun his eye ? 
He knows not ; but he means to try, 
Aurora riflng, frefli and gay. 
Gave promife of a golden day. 
Up, with her fifle;-, Mir a rofe. 
Four hours before our London beaus ; 
For thefe are ftill afleep and dead. 
Save Arthur's fons— ^not yet in bed. 

4 kx^ft, 



t n 3 

A rofe, impearl'd with orient dew, 
Had caught the pacing fair one's wieni 
To pluck the bud he faw her ftpop. 
And try'd, behind, to heave her hopp.: 
Then, while acrofs the daify'd lawn 
•She turn'd, to feed her milk-white fz^fXk^ 
Due wefhvard as her deps (he bore. 
Would fwell her petticoat before ; 
Would fubtly Ileal his face betwecrij 
To fee — what never yet was feen ! 
•* And fure, to fan it with his wing. 
No nine-month fymptom e'er can bjrine : 
His aim is but the nymph to f leaie. 
Who daily courts his cooling breeze.** 

But liiten^ fond believing maid ; 
When Love, foft traitor, would perfuadc^ 
With all the moving fkill and grace 
Of pradlis'd paifion in his face. 
Dread his approach, diftruft your power- 
Per oh ! there is one fhepherd's hour ; 
And tho' he long, his aim to cover. 
May, with the friend, difguife the lover^ 
The fenfe, or nonfenfe, of his wooing 
Will but adore you into ruin. 
But, for thofe butterflies, the beaus. 
Who buzz around in tinfel-rows. 
Shake, (hake them off. with quick difdain : 
Where infeds fettle, they will flain, 

Thu5, Zephir oft the nymph ^ail*d. 
As oft bis little arts had fail'd ; 
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The folds of filk, the ribs of whale» 

Refitted ftill his feeble gale. 

With thefe repulfes vex'd at heart. 

Poor Zephir has recourfe to art : 

And his own weaknefs to fupply, 

Calls in a brother of the flcy. 

The rude South- Weft : whofe mildeft play 

Is war, mere war, the Ruffian way : 

A tempeft-maker by his trade. 

Who knows to ravifli, not perfuadc. 

The terms of their aereal league, 
How.firft to harrafs and fatigue. 
Then, found on fome remoter plain. 
To ply her clofe with wind and rain ; 
Thefe terms, writ fair and feal'd and fign'd 
Should Wjsb or Stukely wiih to find. 
Wife antiquaries, who explore 
All that has ever pafs'd — and more ; 
Tho' here too tedious to be told. 
Are yonder in fome cloud enroU'd, 
Thofe floating regifters in air : 
So let them mount, and read 'em there. 

The grand alliance thus agreed. 
To inftant adtion they proceed ; 
For 'tis in war a maxim known. 
As Prussia's monarch well has fhowft. 
To break, at once, upon your foe. 
And ftrike the firft preventive blow* 
With ToRo's lun^s, in Toro's form, 
WhQfc very how-d'ye is a ftorra^ 
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Tlie dread South-Weft kis part begun* 
Thick clouds, extinguiihing,the fun-. 
At his command, from pole to pole 
Dark-fpreading o'er, the fair on;« roll j 
Who, prefling now her favourite fteed. 
Adorn 'd the pomp (he deigns to lead. 

O MiRA ! to the future blind, 
Th' infidious foe is clofe behind : 
Guard, guard your treafure, while you can i 
Unlefs this God fhould be the man. 
For lo ! the clouds, at his known call^ 
Are clofmg round-^they burft ! they fall! 
While at the charmer, all-aghaft. 
He pours whole winter iff a blaft : 
Nor cares, in his impetuous mood. 
If navies founder on the flood ; 

I 

If Britain^s coaft be left as bare.* 
As he refolves to leave the fair. 
Here, Gods refemhle human breed ; 
The world be damn'd — fo they fucceed. 

Pale, trembling, from her fteed fhe fled. 
With iilk, lawn, liHen*^ round her head j 
Andj to the fawns who fed above, 
Unveird the laft rccefs of love. 
Each wondering fawn was feen to bound f ^ 
Each branchy deer o'erleap'd his mound, 

* The very day on which the fleet under admiral Hawck 
was blown into Tore ay. 

t Immemor herbarura quo» eft mirate J^vcacai* V\'«w^- 
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At figit of that fcquefter'd glade, 
, In all its light, in all its ihade. 

Which rifes there for wifeU ends. 

To deck the temple it defends. 
Lo ! gentle tenants of the grove. 

For what a thoufand heroes ftrove. 

When Europe, Asia, both in arms, 

Diiputed one fair lady's charms. 

The war pretended Helen's eyes • ; 

But this, believe it, was the prize. 

This rous'd^AcHiLLEs' mortal ire, 

This ftrung his Homer's epic lyre; 

6ave to the world La Mancha's knight. 

And (till makes bulls and heroes fight. 
Yet, tho' the diftant confcious mufe 

This airy rape delighted views ; 

Yet fhe, for honour guides her lays. 

Enjoying it,' difdains to praife. 

If Frenchmen always fight with odds. 

Are they a pattern for the gods ? 

Can Ruffia, can th' Hunga|:ian vampire f , 

With whom caft in the Swedes and empire. 

Can four fuch powers, who one aflkil, 

Deferve our praife, fhould they prevail ? 

O mighty triumph ! high renown ! 

Two gods have brought one mortal down ; 

* Et fiut ante Helenam, &c, Hor. 
+ Acertsdn mifchievous demon that delights much in humaxi 
blood } of whom there ar^ many ftories told in Hungary. 

Have 
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Have ciubb*<i their forces in a florm.- 
To ftrip one helplefs female form I 
Strip her ftark naked ; yet confefs, 
Such charms are Beatity'3 faireH drefs ! 

But, all-in feniible to bUn^e, 
The iky-born favi(her3 on flame 
Enchanted at the profped flood. 
And kifs'd with raftiire what they viewed. 
Sleek S * * R too had done no lefs ; 
Would parfons here the truth conft^Hl ; 
Nay, one brifk Peer, yet all-alive. 
Would do the fame, at eighty-five *. 

But how, in colours foftly-bright. 
Where flfength and harmony unite. 
To paint the limbs, that fairer (how 
^Than Mk^salin a's. borrow'd fnow ; 
To paint the rofe, that, thro* its (hade. 
With theirs, olie Htimanrey^ furvey'd ; 
Would gracious Phoebus tell me hoW| 
Would he the genuine draught avow. 
The mufe, a fecond Titian then. 
To fame might confecrate her pen ! 

That T^TiAN, Nature gave of Old 
The queen of beauty to behold. 
Like Mir A unadorn'd by drefs. 
But all^omplete in nakednefs : 



* We believe there is a miftake in this reading ; for the perfon 
bed informed and moft concerned aflures, that it fhouki be only 
fe'uentj'fi've* 
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Then bade his emulating art 

Thofe wonders to the world impart. 

Aroiind the ready graces fiand. 

His tints to blend, to guide his hand. 

Each heightning ftroke» each happy line^ 

Awakes to life the form divine ; 

Till rai^'d and rounded every charm. 

And all vath youth immortal warm. 

He fees, fcarce crediting his eyes. 

He {tes a brighter Venus rife ! 

But, to the gentle reader's coft. 

His pencil with lus life, was loft : 

And Mir A muft contented be. 

To live by Ramsay, and by Mi« 

EDWIN AND EMMA, 

BY THE SAMK. 

Mark it, Cesario, // is true and plain. 

Tbt fpinJHrs and the knitters in the fun. 

And the free maids that ^eave their thread nMitb b^Mh 

Do ufe to chant it. It is filly Sooth, 

And dallies with the innocence of love. 

Like the old age. Shakesp. Twelfth Nicht. 

I. 

FAR in the windings of a vale, 
Faft by a flieltering wood. 
The Me retreat of health and peace. 
An humbe cottage fbood. 
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There beauteous Emma flouriilli'd fair 

Beneath a mother's eye ; 
Whofe only wiih on earth was now 

To fee her bleft^ and die^ 

IB. 

The fofteft blaih that Mature fprends 

Gave colour to her cheek : 
Such orient colour finiles thro* heaveot 
When vernal mornings break. 

ly. 

Nor let the pride of great ones (bom 

This charmer of the plains : 
That fun, who bids their diamond hUit^ 

To paint our lily deigi^s. 

V. 
Long had flie fiU'd eac]i youth with love. 

Each maiden with deipair.; ' 

And tho' by all a wonder own'd^ 

Yet knew not ihe was fair. 

VL 
Till Edwin came, the pride of fwainSj, 

A foul devoid of art ; 
And from whofe eye, ferenely mild. 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 

vn. 

A mutual flame was quickly caught ^ 

Was quickly too reveal'd : 
For neither bofom lodg'd a wifh. 

That virtue keeps concealed, 

F z N\SL.^\^ 
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vm. 

What happy hours of home-ftlt blifs 
Did love on both befiow ! 

■ 

But blifs toa mighty long to laft. 
Where fortune proves a foe* 

IX. 

His iiiler^ who, like Uvvr formM^ 

Like her in mifchief joy'd. 
To work their harm, with wicked ikill^ 

Each darker art employed* 

X. 

The father too, a fordid man. 

Who love, nor pity knew. 
Was all-unfeeling as the clo4 

From whence his riches gre^. ' 

XT. 

Long had he feen their fecret flame^ 

And feen it long unmov'd : 
Then with a father's fro^n at laft ' ' \ 

Had fternly difapprov'd. 

xn. _ 

In Edwim*8 gentli heart, a war "^ 

Of differing paffions ilrove : 
His heart, that durfl hot diibbey. 

Yet could not ceafe to love. 

xm. 

Dcny*d her fight, he oft behind 

The ipreading hawthorn crept. 
To fnatch a glance, to mark the ipot 

Where Emma walk'd and wept. 

6 VSN^O^ 
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XIV. 

Oft tooon STANEMOHE'sjmtry wafte^ 

Beneath the moonlight-fhade. 
In fighs to pour^his foften'd foul. 

The midnight-mourner ftrayM, 

XV. 
His cheeky where health with beauty glowM, 

A deadly pale o'ercaft : 
So fades the frefh rofe in^its prime^ ^ 

Before the northern blaft. 

XVI. 

The parents now, with late remorle. 

Hung o'er his dying bed ; > / . . 

And weary'd heavon with fruitlefs vowst 

And fruitlefs forrow filed. 

XVH. 

'Tis paft ! he cry*d^-4l)ut if your foult 

Sweet mercy yet can i^iQve, 
Letthefe dim eyes onee more behold^ 

What they muft ever love ! 

xvm. 

She came ; his cold hand ibftly touch'dj, 

And hathM with many a tear : 
Fail-falling o'er the primrofe pale. 

So morning dews appear. 

XIX. 
But oh ! his iifler's jealous carc> 

A cruel filler fiie ! 
Forbad what Emma came to fay | 

** My Edwin live for mc." 

F 3 • ^Y.-^^ 
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* XX. 

Now homeward as /he lopdefi wept 

The church-yard path aloiig. 
The blafl blew cold, the dark owl icream*d 

Her lover's funeral fong* 

XXI. 

Amid the fal}}^g gloo«i cf nighty : 

Her ftartling fancy found 
In every buih his hovering- ihadtr 
His groan in every found. 

xxn- 

Alone, appaird, thus had ihe pafe'd 

The viiionary val e 
When lo ! the death-bell finote her ear^ 

Sad-founding in the gale ! 

xxin. 

Juft then fhe reach'd, with trembling ftep« 

Her aged mother's doo r 
He's gone ! fhe cry'd j: and I ihall fee 

That angel-face no more ! 

XXIV. 
I feel, I feel this breaking heart 

Beat high againfl my fide ■ ■ ! 
From her white arm down funk her head ; 

She ihivering fighM, and died. 
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A PRAYER FOR indifference: 

BY Mrs. QftEVILLE. 



OFT Pve implored the GocU in vain. 
And pray'd till p¥» been weaiy s 
For once 1*11 try my wiih to gain 
Of Oberon the fairy. 
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Sweet airy being, wantoi) %(nte^ 
That lurk'il in woods nn&en ; 

And oft by Cynthia's iilver li^ht 
Tripft gaily o'er the green ! 

If e'er thy pitying heart w%s mpv'dj, 

As ancient ftories tell. 
And for th' Athenian maid, who lov'd« 

Thott fottght'ft a wondrous {pell $ 

Oh ! deign once more t' exert thy power; 

Haply fome herb or tree, 
Sov'reign as juice of weftern flower^ 

Conceals a balm for me. 

* 

I afk no kind return of love. 
No tempting charQi to pjeafe : 

Far from the heart thofe gifts repiovc. 
That fighs for peace and eafe* 
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Nor peace nor eafe tke htart can know. 
Which, like the needle true. 

Turns at the touch of joy or woe. 
But, turning, trembles too. 
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Far as diflrefs the foul can wound, 

'Tispain iDieach.degircc; :; : . / < f '»i 

'Tis blifs but tp airceruUn bound | ^ . . . 

Beyond is agony. r.:]. v ,.; il'i <,..... ,..\ 

Take then this treacherous fenfe of mine. 

Which dooms me ftill to fmait ; * , : „ • 

Which pleafure can to pain refine, ..*';»..* 

To pain new pangs intpait. ' . ' " 






O, hafle to ihed the facred balm ! 

My fliatter'd nerves new-i(ring ; 
And for my gueft, ferenely calm. 

The nymph, HdiiTerence, brjng. 

At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear^ 

See Expeftation fly ; 
And Difappointment in the rear. 

That blails the pfomis'd jcfy. 

The tear, which pity taught to .flow. 
The eye fhall then difown : 

The heart that melts for' other's woe. 
Shall then fcarce fbel its own. 
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Bach' moment then i&ali clofe, 
A»<i tra^quU days fhal) ftill fucqe^ 
To nights of c4lm repoftf. 

• /. » • 
O9 fairy elf! bat grant me this. 

This one kind comfort fend . " 
And ip^T^y .o^ver-fading bills . ^ ■ 
V Thy. Spw-ry paxhs a^en^ ( 

/ ■. '. . 

So mayth^/gipw-worm's gUmm'ringj|ight 

Thy tiny footfteps lead 
To fome new region of delight^ 

UnioBiown to mortal, tread* 



. r * 
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And -b^ thy dctoni gQbli^t1IIF4 - ..:.:. 

With heav'n's ambrofial dew ; 
Fi^Jh 'fti^tbfti frefheftftowVs'diIKU '-> 

That ihed frcfh fwcifts for ^ou/ ' / 



/ 



And what of life remains for m6, ^ - / 

I'll pafs in fober eafe ; 
{lalf-pleas'dy contented will I be. 

Content biit half to jHeaJEe. 



^ 
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Nor peace nor eafe tke htart can knov. 
Which 9 like the needle true. 

Turns at the itoucji of joy or woe, 

■ - • - ■ . *' 'i ■ 

But, turning, trembles too. 

' ■ • t ■ 

Far as diflrefs the foul can wound, 

*Tis pain iDieach.degircc; .;; ;. ' :./! Ti/* 

'Tis blifs but tp .afK;ert^a,boaaii I -« ^ • ^ * 

Beyond is agonjr. , ,, -. .. n).-. r; , ,; il'; s.,.., ../t 
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Take then this treacherous fenfe of mine. 

Which dooms me ftill to fm^ait-; • ' , : » • 

Which pleafure can to pain refine, i r ; » ^ 

To pain new pangs inipait. ' 
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O, hafle to ihed the facred balm ! 

My fliatter'd nerves new-ftring ; 
And for my gueft, /l?rcnel)r calm. 

The nymph, lifdii^eirpnce, brjing. 
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At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear^ 

See Expeftation fly ; 
And Difappointment in the rear. 

That blafts the pfomisM 2<ff. 

The tear, which pity taught to flow. 
The eye fhall then difown : ' 

The heart that melts for* other's woe. 
Shall then fcarce ftel its <^n. 
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T^ wo«a(]aAyliich now ^^cK moii^a^ j^l^^j* 
Bach' moineiit then i&all clofe, " ' 

A»d tra^quU days ihal} ftill fucqe^d 
To nights of cdm fepofc 

• / » • ... 

Oy fairy elf! but grant me this. 

This one kind comfort fend ; 

And.f9,;i^yueveT-fading blifs , 
vThy.ftow'ry paxhs a^end ! 

So may .«th^;giqw-worm's. gUmm'ring ijight 

Thy tiny footfteps lead 
To fome new region of delight^ 

Unkatown to mortal, tread* /^: . .. 






And -b^ thy dcjoni gobl«t1IIF4 - 
With heav*n*s ambrofial dew ; 

Fi^tt'fWfeetbft, frciheftfiow'rs diffiUa, 
That ihed frcfh fwcifts for you. 
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And what of life remains for m6, 

1*11 pafs in fober eafe ; 
{lalf-pleas'd, contented will I be. 

Content biit half to jAeafe. 
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To SICKNESS: 

AN ELEGY. 

BY M«. DEL A P. 



TT O W blithe the flcw/ry ge^tces of the 
J|LX From nature's wardrobe come ! and hark how gif 
Bach glittering infect, hovering on the wing. 
Sings their gfad welcome to the fields of May ! 

Thejr gaze, with greedy eyc# each beauty o'et ; 

They fuck the fweet breath of the blufhiag toik^... 
Sport in the gale> or fip the rainbow ihow'r ;| 

Their life's fhort day no piMk of pieafore kaow^ 

\ Liketheir's, dread fpowV! my chearful morn diipl4y'4 
\ The flattering promife of ^ golden noony 
7s{il ^ch gay cloud, that (portive nature fpread» 
U)f^d in the gloom of thy diHemper'd frowQ. 

Yes, ere^I^told my two-and-twentieth year» 
Swift froi^thy quiver flew the deadly dart ; 

Harmlefs it pafi^'d 'mid many a blithe compeer. 
And found its iated entrance near my heart. 

Pale as I lay beneath thy^ebon wand, 
' i faw them rove thro' pleafure's flowery field ; 
I Hw Health paint them with her rofy hand. 
Eager to burfl my bonds, but forc*d to yield. 
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^et, wHile this inorUi cot of mould^jribig etay 
Shakes at theltroke of tky tremendous power^ ' 

Ah ! muA the tranfient tenant of a day 
Bear the rough blaft of each tempeftuous hour ! 

Say ; Aall the terrors thy pale flag unfolds. 
Too rigid queen ! unnerve the foul's bright powers. 

Till with a joyleis imile the eye beholds 
Art's magic charms, and nature's fairy bowers ? 

No, let me follow ftiil, thofc bow'rs among. 
Her flow'ry footfteps as the goddefs goes ; 

Let me, juft lifted 'bove th* unlettered throng. 
Read the few fiooks the learned few compofe. 

And (ufier, when thy awful pleafure calls. 
The foul to (hare her frail companion's fmart. 

Yet fuffer me to tafte the balm that falls. 

From Friendihip's tongue, fo fweet upon the heart. 

Then, tho' each trembling nerve confefs thy frown, 
Ev'n till this anxious being fhall become 

But a brief name upon a little ftone. 

Without one murmur I embrace my doom* 

For many a virtue, fhelter'd from mankind. 
Lives cal9i with thee, and lord o'er each defire ; 

And many a feeble frame, whofe mighty mind 
Each mufe has touch'd with her immortal fire. 
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Ev'n * He, M^ tcrtt)r.Of a venal age. 

The tuneful Jbard» wkafe philofophk foul * 

With fuch bright radiance glow'd oiLVirtttc'i.pige^ 
LearDf4: m?my % .l^op. from thy motal fchooK 

He f too, who /^ jnount^ and keeps hls^diftaift waji'' 
H|« dajfing mind thy humai^zipg, glooms , . r 

Have temper'd with a.mclanchaly.ray. 

And taught tx> warbje 'mid the village tomhs* 

Yes, goddefs,. to thjr temple's deep reccfe ; 
* I come, and Uy for ever at its door 
The fyren throng of follies numberlefs. 
Nor wifh thej;; flattering fongs /hould foothe uie mor 

Thy decent garb;fli;^Ui)'er my limbs be ipread;^ 
Thy hand ihall lead m^to thy fober train. 

Who here retir'd, with penfiye pleafure tread 
The filent windings of. thy dark domain* 

Hither the cherub Charity fhall fly 

From her bright Of b, and brooding o'er my mind^ 
For mifery raife a fyropathizing iigh. 

Pardon for foes, and. love for human kind. 

Then, while Ambition's trump from age to age 

Its flaughter'd millions boafls ; while Fame ftiall reai 

Her deathless trophies o*er the bard and fage ; 

Be mine the widow's iigh, the orphan's pray'r. * 

• Mr. Pope. f Mr. Grav. 
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VfiRSES TO THE Peoplb OF ENGLAND, 1758, 

BY WIL. WHITEHEAD, £% ^oit Lavriat. 



'Mures animes in tnartia biUa. 



Ferfibus exacuit, Hor^ 

BRITONS, roufa to deeds of ^eath I 
Wafte not zeal in idle breath. 
Nor lofe the harveft of your /words 
In a dvil-war of words ! 

Wherefore teems the ihamelefs prefs 
With labonr'd births of emptinefs ? 
Reas'nings, which no b£ks produce^ 
Eloquence, that murders ufe ; 
Ill-tim'd humour, that beguiles 
Weeping idiots of their fmiles ; 
Wit, that knows but to defame. 
And fatire, that proves the name. 

Let th' undaunted Grecian teach 
The ufe and dignity of ipeech. 
At whofe thunders nobly thrown 
Shrunk the Man of Mace don. 
If the ftorm of words muft rife. 
Let it blaft our enemies ; 
Sure and nervous be it hurl'd 
On the Philips of the world. 
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Learn not rainty to deipife 
(Provd of Edward's vidories !) 
Warriors wedg'd in Arm array^ 
yknd navies powerful to di^lay 
Their woven wings to erery wind** 
And leave the panting £:>e behind. 
Give to France the honours due, 
Prance has chiefs and ftatefinen too i 
Breafls which patriot-paifioas fM, 
Lovers of the common-weal. 
And when fnch the foes we braye^ 
Whether on the land or wave^ 
Greater is the pride of war^ 
And the conqueft nobler far. 
Agincourt and CrelTy long 
Have fiooriih'd in immortal fong ; 
And llfping babes aipire to praifc 
The wonders of Eliza's days. 
And what elfe of late renown 
Has added wreaths to Britain's crown ; 
Whether on th' impetuous Rhine 
She bade her harnefs'd warriors fhine. 
Or fnatch'd the dangerous palm of praife 
Where the Sambre meets the Maefe ; 
Or Danube rolls her watry train; 
Or the yellow-trefled Mayne 
Thro* Dettingen's immortal val e ■# 

Even Fontenoy could tell a tale. 
Might modeil worth ingenuous fpeak» 
To raife a blufli on Vidory's cheek j 
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And bid the vanqulih'd wreaths difplay 
Great as on Calloden's day* 

Bat glory, which afjpires to laft^ 
Leans not meanly on the pafh 
'Tis the prefent now demands 
Britifh hearts, and BHtifli hands. 
Cnrft be he, the willing flave. 
Who doubts, who lingers to be brave* 
Curil be the coward tongue that dar# 
Breathe one accent of deipair. 
Cold as winter's icy hand 
To chill the genius of the land. 

Chieily you, who ride the deep. 
And bid our thunders wake or fleep^ 
As pity leads, or glory calls ■■> 

Monarchs of your wooden walls ! 
Midft our mingling ieas and [ikies 
Rife yeBLAKES, ye Ralbighs rift! 
Let the fordid lufl of gain 
Be baniih'd from the liberal Main. 
He who flrikes the generous blow 
Aims it at the public foe. 
Xet glory be the guiding fiar. 
Wealth and honours follow her* 

See ! fhe ipreads her luftre wide 
O'er the vaft Atlantic tide ! 
Conftant as the folar ray 
Points the path, and leads the way ! 
Other worlds demand your care^ 
Other worlds to Britain dear ; 
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Wliere tlie foe infidioas roves 

O'er headlong ftreams, and pathlefs groves ^ 

And juftice fimple lawa confounds 

With imaginary bounds. 

, If protedied Commerce keep 
Her tenor o*er yon heaving deepy 
What have we from war to fear ? 

Commerce fteels the nerves of- waf ; 
Heals the havock rapine makes. 
And new flrength from conqueft takes^ 

Nor lefs at home, O deign to fmiley 
Goddefs of Britannia's ifle ! 
Thou, that from her rocks furvey'ft 
ller boundlefs realms the watry waite ; 
Thou, that rov*ll the hill and mead 
Where her flocks and heifers feed : 
Thou, that cheer'ft the induftrious fwain 
While he ftrows the ^pregnant graiii ; 
Thou, that hear'ft his caroll'd vows 
When th* expanded barn overflows ; 
Thou, the bulwark of our caufe. 
Thou, the guardian of our laws. 

Sweet Liberty !- O deign to fmile, 

Goddefs of Britannia's ifle ! 

If to us indulgent heaven 

Nobler feeds of flrength has given. 
Nobler ihould the produce be ; 
Brave, yet gen'rous, are the free. 
Come then, all thy powers difFufe, 
Qoddefs of extended views ! .' ' 
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Ev'ry bread which feels thy flame 
Shall kindle into martial fame, 
Till fhame ihall make the coward bold, 
And Indolence her arms unfold : 
Ev'n Avarice ihall proteft his hoard. 
And the plow-fhare gleam a fword. 
Goddefs, all thy powers difFufe ! 
And thou, genuine British Muse, 
Nnrs-d amidfl the Di-uids old. 
Where Deva's wizard waters roll'd. 
Thou, that bear'ft the golden key 
To unlock eternity. 
Summon thy poetic guard 
Britain flill has many a bard. 
Whom, when time and death (hall joia 
T' expand the ore, and ftamp the coin. 
Late pofterity (hall own 
Lineal to the Mufe's throne 
Bid them leave th' inglorious theme 
Of fabled (hade, or haunted ftream. 
In the daify-painted mead 
*Tis to peace we tune the reed ; 
But when War's tremendous roar 
Shakes the ifle from (hore to (hore. 
Every bard of purer fire, 
ryrtaeus-like, ihould grafp the lyre ; 
l^ake with verfe the hardy deed, 
3r in the generous ftrife like* Sidney bleed, 

• Sir Philip Sidney, mortally wounded in an aftion near 
^utphen, in Guelderland. 
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Where tlie foe infidioas roves 

O'er headlong flreams, and pathlefs groves ^ 

And juftice fimple lawi confounds 

With imaginary bounds. 

, If protedied Commerce keep 
Her tenor o*er yon heaving deepy 
What have we from war to fear ? 

Commerce fteels the nerves of- waf ; 
Heals the havock rapine makes. 
And new ftrength from conqueft takes^ 

Nor lefs at home, O deign to fmiley 
Goddefs of Britannia's ifle ! 
Thou, that from her rocks furvey'ft 
ller boundlefs realms the watry waite ; 
Thou, that rov*ll the hill and mead 
Where her flocks and heifers feed ; 
Thou, that cheer'ft the induftrious fwain 
While he ftrows the ^pregnant graiii ; . 
Thou, that hear'ft his caroll'd vows 
When th' expanded barn overflows 5 
Thou, the bulwark of our caufe. 
Thou, the guardian of our laws, 

Sweet Liberty !- O deign to fmile, 

Goddefs of Britannia's ifle ! 

If to us indulgent heaven 

r^obler feeds of ftrength has given. 
Nobler ihould the produce be 5 
Brave, yet gen'rous, are the free. 
Come then, all thy powers difFufe, 
Goddefs of extended views ! *' ' " 
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]Ev*iy bread which feels thy flame 
Sliall kindle into martial fame, 
*Till fhame ihall make the coward bold, 
<And Indolence her arms unfold : 
Iv'n Avarice ihall proteft his hoard, 
<ibd the plow-fhare gleam a fword. 
Goddefs, all thy powers difFufe ! 
^d thoa, genuine British Muse, 
NnrsM-amidfl the Di-uids old, 
Where Dcva's wizard waters roll'd. 
Thou, that bear'ft the golden key 
To unlock eternity, 
Sommon thy poetic guar d 
Britain flill has many a bard. 
Whom, when time and death (hall joia 
T* expand the ore, and ftamp the coin. 
Late pofterity fhall own 
Lineal to the Mufe's throne ■ 
Bid them leave th* inglorious theme 
Of fabled fhade, or haunted Hream, 
In the daify-painted mead 
'Tis to peace we tune the reed ; 
But when War's tremendous roar 
Shakes the ifle from (hore to (hore. 
Every bard of purer fire, 
Tyrtaeus-like, ihould grafp the lyre ; 
Wake with verfe the hardy deed. 
Or in the generous ftrife like * Sidney bleed, 

• Sir Philip Sidney, mortally wounded in an aftion near 
Zutpfaen, in Guelderland. 
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A SONG. 

WRITTEN TO A LADY. 

I 

I. 

W^HEN the nymphs were contending for beai 
and fame. 
Fair Sylvia ftood forcmoft in right of her claim. 
When to crown the high tranfports dear conqueft exci 
At court fhe was envy'd and toafted at White's. 

n. 

But how'lhall I whiiper this fair one's fad cafe ? 
A cruel difeafe has fpoil'd her fweet face ; 
Her Vermillion is chang'd to a dull fettled red. 
And all the gay graces of beauty are £ed. 

in. 

Yet take heed, all ye fair, how you triumph in vain, 
J?or Sylvia, tho' altered from pretty to plain. 
Is now more engaging iince reafon took place. 
Than when fhe poifefs'd the perfections of face. 

IV. 

Convinc'd fhe no more can coquet it and teaze, 
Inftead of tormentin g (he iludies to pleafe : 

Makes truth and difcretion the guide of her life. 
And tho' fpoil'd for a toafl> fhe's weU' form'd for a w 
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To A LADY BEFORE Marriage, 

BY THE LATE INGENIOUS Mr. TICKEL. 
Not PVBLitHE.D IN HIS Works. 

OH ! form'd by nature, and refin'd by art, 
With charms to win, and fr^nfe to ^x the heart ! 
By thottfands fought, Clotilda, can'ft thou free 
Thy crowd of captives, and defcend to me ? 
Content in fhadcs obfcure to wafte thy life, 
A hidden beauty, and a country-wife. 
O ! liflen while thy fummers are my theme. 
Ah ! {both thy partner in his waking dream ! 
In ibme fmall hamlet on the lonely plain. 
Where Thames, thro' meadows, rolls his mazy train ; 
Or where high Windfor, thick with greens array'd. 
Waves his old oaks, and fpreads his ample (hade. 
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat ; 
Already round the vifionary feat 
Oar limes begin to (hoot, our flow'rs to fpring. 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to iing. 
Whatj doft thou lie, thou thinly-peopled green ? 
Thou namelefs lawn, and village yet unfeen ? 
Where fons, contented with their native ground. 
Ne'er travel further than ten furlongs round ; 
And the tann'd peafant, and his ruddy bride. 
Were born together, and together died. 

G 2 '^Vw^ 
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Where early larks beft tell the morning-light^ 

And only Philomel difturbs the night, 

*Midft gardens here my humble pile Ihall rife. 

With fweets furrounded of ten thoufand dies ; 

All favage where th' embroider'd gardens end. 

The haunt of echoes fhall my woods afcend ; 

And O ! if heav'n th' ambitious thought approve, 

A rill ihall warble crofs the gloomy grove, 

A little rill, o'er pebbly beds convey'd, 

Gufh down the fteep, and glitter thro' tlie glade. 

What cheering fcents thofe bord'ring banks exKalel 

How loud that /heifer lows from yonder vale ! 

That thrulh, how fhrill 1 his note fo clear, fo high^ 

He drowns each feather'd minflrel of the fky. 

Here let me trace, beneath the purpled morn. 

The deep-mouth'd beagle, and the fprightly horn ;, 

Or lure the trout with well-difTembled flies. 

Or fetch the fluttering partridge from the ikies,. 

Nor ihall thy hand difdain to crop the vine. 

The downy peach, or flavoured nedarine ; 

Or rob the bee-hive of its golden hoard. 

And bear th' unbought luxuriance to thy boards 

Sometimes my books by day ihall kill the hours,. 

While from thy n,eedle rife the fllken flow'rs. 

And thou by turns, to eafe my feeble iight, 

Refume the volume, and deceive the night. 

O ! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppreil,^ 

Soft whifp'ring, let me warn mjr love to re& j 

Then watch thee, charm'd, while fleep locks every fcnfe 

And to fwect heav'n commend thy innocence* 

z T&fl 
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Thus reignM our fathers o'er the rural fold. 

Wife, hale, and honeft, in the days of old ; 

Till courts arofe, where fubftance pays for (how, 

And ipecious joys are bought with real woe. 

See Flavians pendant5, large, well fpread, and right. 

The ear that wears them hears a fool each night : 

Mark how th' embroidered cornel fneaks away. 

To fhun the withering dame that made him gay ; 

That knave, to gain a title, loft his fame ; 

That rais'd his credit by a daughter's iliame ; 

This coxcomb's riband coft him half his land. 

And oaks, unnumber.'d, bought that fool a wand. 

Fond man, as all his forrows were too few. 

Acquires Grange wants that nature never hew. 

By midnight-lamps he emulates the day, 

And fleeps perverfe the chearful funs away ; 

From goblets, high embofs'd, his wine mull glide. 

Round his clos'd iight the gorgeous curtain flide ; 

Fruits, ere their time, to grace his pomp muft rife. 

And three untafled courfes glut his eyes. 

For this are nature's gentle calls withftood. 

The voice of confcience, and the bonds of blood ; 

This wifdom thy reward for ev'ry pain. 

And this gay glory all thy mighty gain. 

Fair phantoms woo'd and fcorn'd from age to age. 

Since bards began to laugh, or priefts to rage. 

And yet, juft curfe on man's afpiring kind. 

Prone to ambition, to example blind. 

Our children's children (hall our fleps purfue. 

And the fame errors be for ever new. 

G 3 \(V.^^xv 
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Mean while, in hope a guiltlefs country fwain. 
My reed with warblings chears th* imagin'd plain. 
Hail, humble fbades, where truth and filence dwell ! 
Thou noify town, and faithlefs court farewel ! 
Farewell ambition, once my darling flame ! 
The thirft of lucre, and the charm of fame ! 
In life's by-road, that winds thro* paths unknown. 
My days, tho' numbered, fhall be all my own. 
Here ihall they end (O might they twice begin !) 
And all be white the fates intend to fpin. 

PROLOGUE UPON PROLOGUES. 

BY Mr. GARRICK. 

AN old trite proverb let me quote ! 
As is your cloth, fo cut your coat.— 
To fuit our author and his farce^ 
Short let me be ! for wit is fcarce. 
Nor would I fhew it, had I any. 
The reafons why are ftrong and many. 
Should I haf e wit, the piece have none, 
A flafh in pan with empty gun. 
The piece is fure to be undone. 
A tavern with a gaudy fign, 
Whofe buih is better than the wine, 
May cheat you once. — Will that device. 
Neat as imported ^ cheat you twice I 
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*Tis wrong to raife your e^edations : 
'oets be dull in dedications ! 
>ulner6 in thefe to wit prefer 
lut there indeed you feldom err. 
n prologues, prefaces, be flat ! 
k filver button fpoils your hat, 
i thread-bare coat might jokes efcape, 
)id not the blockheads lace the cape. 

A cafe in point to this before ye, 
Ulow me, pray, to tell a ilory ! 

To turn the penny, on<;e, a wit 
Jpon a curious fancy hit ; 
lung out a board on which he boafled, 
"dinner for Threepence! BoiPd and roafted ! 
i'hc hungry read, and in they trip, 
V^ith eager eye and fmacking lip : 
• Here, bring this boil'd and roafted, pray !' 

Enter Potatoes— -drefs'd each ixjoy, 
111 ftar'd and rofe, the houfe forfook, 
Lnd damn'd the dinner — kick'd the cook. 
4y landlord found (poor Patrick Kelly) 
There was no joking with the belly. 

Thefe fads laid down^ then thus I reafon : 
-Wit in a prologue's out of feafbn— - 
""et ftill will you for jokes fit watching, 
like Cock-lane folks for Fannyh fcratching ? 
Lnd here my fimile's fo fit, 
or Prologues are but Ghojls of wit, 
/hich mean to fhew their art and fkill, 
^nd fcratch you to their Author's will. 
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In (hort, for reafons great and fmall, 
'Tis better to have none at all : 
Prologues and Gho/s — a paltry trade, 
So let them both at once be laiJ ! 

Say but the word — give your commands — 

We'll tie OUR prologue-monger's hands : 

Confine thefe culprits (holding up his hands) bind *om dglit, 

Nor Girls can /cratch nor Fools can write, 

Mr. foot E*s Address to the Public, 

After a Paosecution against him for a LI£EL» 

HUSH! let me fearch before I fpeak aloud—- 
Is no informer Ikulking in the croud I 
With arc laconic noting all that's faid. 
Malice at heart, indidments in his head, 
Prcpar'd to levy all the legal war. 
And roufe the clamorous legions of the bar ! 
Is there none fuch? — not one? — then entre nous^ 
I will a tale unfold, tho* ilrange, yet true j 
The application muft be made by you. 

At Athens once, fair queen cf arms and arts. 
There dwelt a citizen of moderate parts ! 
Precife his manner, and demure his looks. 
His mind unlettered, tho' he dealt in books ; 
Amorous, tho' old ; tho' dull, lov'd repartee ; 
And penn'd a paragraph moil daintily : 
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He aim'd at purity in all he faid. 

And never once admitted eth nor ed ; 

It hathy and doth, was rarely known to fail, 

Himfelf the hero of each little tale : 

With wits and lords this man was much delighted, 

And once (it has been faid) was near being knighted. 

One Ariftophanes (a wicked wit. 
Who never heeded grace in what he writ) 
Had matkM the manner of this Grecian fage. 
And thinking him a fubjeft for the ftage. 
Had, from the lumber, cull'd with curious care. 
His voice, his looks, his ge'fture, gait, and air. 
His affeftation, confequence, and mien. 
And boldly launched him on the comic fcene ; 
Loud peals of plaudits thro* the circle ran, 
Ali felt the fa tire, for all knew the man. 

Then Peter — Petros was his clailic name. 
Fearing the lofs of dignity and fame. 
To a grave lawyer in a hurry flics. 

Opens his purfe, and begs his bell advice. 
The fee fecur'd, the lawyer ftrokes his band. 
The cafe you put, I fully underftand; 
The thing is plain from Cocus's reports. 
For rules of poetry an't rules of courts : 
** A libel this-— I'll make the mummer know it." 
A Grecian conftable took up the poet ; 
Reftrain'd the fallies of his laughing mufe, 
CalPd harmlefs humour fcandalous abufe : 
The bard appeal'd from this fevere decree : 
Th' indulgent public fet the prisoner free \ 
Cmcf Was to him, what J)ublin \% to mc. 







PROLOGUE 

To THE ENGLISHMAN at BOURDEAUX. 

PsirORMED 8INCX TRB CONCLUSION OF THX PKACSy 
WITH UNIVERSAL APPLAUSEy AT PARIS, 

TOO long by fome fatality mifled. 
From pride refulting, or from folly bred ; 
Each clime to all the virtues lays a claim. 
And foars, felf-flatter'd, to the top of fame : 
Confines each merit to itfelf alone. 
Or thinks no other equal to its own : 
E'en the pale Ruffian Ihiv'ring as he lies. 
Beneath the horror of his bittereft Ikies, 
While the loud tempeft rattles o'er his head, ' 
Or burfts all dreadful on his tott'ring fhed. 
Hugs a foft fomething clbfely to his foul. 
That foothes the cutting fharpnefs of the pole. 
Elates his bofom with a confcious pride. 
And fmiles contempt on all the world befide. 

'Tis your's, O France, the earlieft to unbind 
This more than Gordian manacle of mind ! 
To-night we bid your jullice may be ihewn ^ 

To foreign virtues equal with your own ; 
Think, nobly think, when nature firft was born. 
And fair creation kindled into morn. 
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The world was but one family, one band. 
Which glow'd all grateful to the heavenly hand ; 
Thro' ev'ry breaft a focial impulfe ran. 
Linked beafl to beafl, and faft^n'd man to man. 
And the fole diiPrence which he heard, or had. 
Dwelt in the fimple phrafes, " good or bad.'* 
Then fcorn to give fuch partial feelings biith. 
As claim but one poor competence of earth ; 
Be more than French ; on ev'ry country calj. 
And rife, exalted, citizens of all. 

EPILOGUE. 

THE anxious ftruggle happily o'erpaft. 
And ev'ry party fatisfy'd at lail ; 
It now remains to make one Ihort efTav, 
And urge the moral leiTon in the play. 

In arts long iince has Britain been renown'd. 
In arms high honour'd, and in letters crown'd : 
The fame great goddefs who fo nobly fung 
In Shakefpear's ftrains, and honey 'd o'er his tongue. 
Their deathlefs Marlbro' to the triumr^h led. 
And wreath'd eternal laurels round his head ; 
Yet tho* the trump of never-dying fame 
Strikes heav'n's high arches with the Britifh name 5 
Tho' on the fands of Africa it glows. 
Or cafts a day-light on the Zemblian fnov/s; 
Still there are faults in Britain to be found. 
Which fpring as freely as in common grgwdv— 
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Wc are too gay,— they frequently too fad ;— * 
We run. ftark wild ; — fhey melancholy mad ; v 
Extremes of either reafon will condemn , 
Nor join with us, nor vindicate with them. 

The human genius, like revolving funs, 
. An equal circuit in the bofom runs : 
And thro' the various climates where 'tis plac'd, 
Muft ftrike out new diverfities of tafte, 
' To one grand point eternally it leans, 
Howe'er it warps or diiFers in the means. 

Hence on no nation let us turn our eyes. 
And idly raife it fpotlefs to the fkies ; 
Nor ftill more idly let our cenfures fall. 
Since knaves and madmen may be found in all. 

Here then we reft, nor further can contend. 
For fince the beft will find fome fault to mend. 
Let us, where'er the virtues Ihed their fire. 
With fervor reverence, and with zeal admire ; 
Exert our care the gath'ring blaze to trace. 
And mark the progrefs only, not the place : 
Confefs alike the peafant's and the king's. 
Nor once confider in what foil it fprings. 
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An ODE ON St. C^CILIA's DAY, 

Adapted to the ancient Britilh muiic, viz. the falt-box, 
the Jew's harp, the marrow-bones and cleavers, the 
hum-ftrum or hurdy-gurdy, &c. as. it was performed 
on June I o, 1763, .at Ranelagh. * 

BY BONNEL THORNTON, Efio.. 

Cedite, Tibicines Itali, vos cedite, Galli ; 

Dico iterum vobis, cedite, Tibicines. 
Cedite, Tibicines, vobis ter dico ; quaterqae 

Jam vobis dico, cedite, Tibicines. 

Alex. Hbii?sius» 

translation of the motto. 

Yield, yield ye fidlers, French, Italians ; 
Yield, yield, I fay again — Rafcallions. 
'One, two, three times I fay, fidlers give o'er j 
Yield ye, I now fay times i, 2, 3, 4* 

PARTI. 

RECITATIVE Accompanied. 

E dumb, be dumb, ye inharmonious founds. 
And mufic, that the afto^ifti'd earwith difcordwoundss 
No more kt common rhymes prophane the day. 

GRAND 



B 



GRAND CHORU,S. 

Grac*d with 'divine Caecilia's name ; 
Let folemn hymns this aweful feaft proclaim. 
And heavenly notes confpire to raife the heav'nly lay. 

REGIT. Accompanied. 

The meaner melody we fcorn. 

Which vulgar inftruments afFord ; 
Shrill flute, fharp fiddle, bellowing horn. 
Rumbling baflbon, or tinkling harpfichord. 

AIR. 

In ftrains more exalted the falt-box fhall join. 

And clattering, and battering, and clapping combine. 

With a rap and a tap while the hollow fide founds. 

Up and down leaps the flat, and with rattling rebounds. 

RECITATIVE. 

Strike, flrike the foft Judaic harp. 
Soft and fharp, 
By teeth coercive in firm durance kept. 
And lightly by the volant finger fwept. 

AIR. 

Buzzing twangs the iron lyre. 

Shrilly thrilling. 

Trembling, thrilling. 
Whizzing with the wav'ring wire. 

A GRAND 
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A GRAND SYMPHONY, 
Accompanied 'with marrotw-bones and ckavers* 

AIR. 

Hark, how the banging marrow-bones 
Make clanging cleavers ring. 
With a ding dong, ding dorig. 
Ding dongy ding dong, 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding. 
Kaife your uplifted arms on high ; 
In long-prolonged tones 
Let cleavers found 
A merry merry round 
By banging marrow-bones. 

FULL CHORUS- 

Hark, how the banging marrow-bones 
, Make clanging cleavers ring ; 
With a ding dong, ding dong. 
Ding dong, ding dong. 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding. 
Kaife your uplifled arms on high ; 
In long-prolonged tones 
Let cleavers found 
A merry merry round 
By banging marrow-bones. 



REGIT. 



.R E C I T. Accoippanied. 

Ceafe lighter numbers : Hither bring 

The undulating firing 
Stretch'd out, and to the tumid bladder 

In amity harmonious bound ; 
Then deeper fwell the notes and fadder. 
And let the hoarfe bafs flowly folemn found. 

AIR. 

With dead, ^dull, doleful, heavy hums^ 

With mournful moans. 

And grievous groans. 
The fober * hurdy-gurdy thrums. 



w 
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REGIT. Accompanied. 

ITH magic founds, likethefe, did Orpheiis* lyre 
Motion, fenfe, and life infpire ; 
When, as he play'd, the lift'jiing flood 
Stiird its loquacious waves, and filent flood ; 
The trees fwift-bounding danc'd with loofen'd flumps> 
And fluggjfli ftones caper'd in adlive jumps. 

AIR. 

Each ruddy-breafted robbin 
The concert bore a bob in, 

* This inflrument, by the learned, is fometimes called a 
humftmm. 

And 
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And ev'ry hooting owl around ; 
The croaking frogs. 
The grunting hogs. 
All, all conipir'd to raife th' ettliv'niiig fouiid; " 

R E c I Native. 

' Now to Ca^cilia, heav'niy maid^ 
Your loud united voices raife. 
With folemn hymns to celebrate her praife^ . 

« ' * . ...» 

Each inflrumeht fli^ll lend its aid. 
The (alt-box with clattering and clapping fhall foundj 

The iron lyre ' . . 

•••■••» 

Buzzing twang with wav'ring wire> 
With heavy hum 
The fober hurdy-gurdy thrum. 
And the merry meriy marrow- bones ring round. 

LAST GRAND CH O R U S. 

Such matchlefs flrains Caecilia knew. 
When audience from theii' heav'nly fphere. 
By harmony's flrong pow'r, Ihe drew, 
^hilft lift'ning angels gladly Hoop'd to hear. 



« - 

- ■ • * 
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Advice to thx Marquis of ROCK!N(jHAM« 
upon a late occasion. 



WitTTEK IK 1765, vr AW OLB COVKIIER. 

WELL may they, Wcntworth, cafl tlce yotiiij# 
What hear and feel ! fift right from wrongs 
And' to a wretch be kind ! 
Old ftatefmen would reverb your plan^ 
Sink, ift the minifter, the man. 
And be both deaf and blind ! 

• • ■ . • 

If thus, my lord, youF heart o*crflows^ 
Know you, how many mighty foes 

Such wcaknefs will create you ? 
Regard not what Fitzherbert iays, 
For tho' yOd gain each good man's prai£^ 

We older folks fhall hate yoiu 

You fhould have fent, the other day^ 

G ' k, the player, with frowns away,- 

Your fmiles but made him bolder ; 
Why would you hear his ftrange appeal^ 
Which <dar'd to make a flatefman feel ? 

I would that you were older ! 
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Vou fiioiild be proad> and feem difpIeasM^ 
Or you for ever will be teazM, 

Your hotife with beggkrs haunted : 
What, ev'ry fuitor kindly us'd ? 
if wrong, their folly is excus'dj 

If right, their f^it is granted. 

From preffing crowds of great and fmallj 
To free yourfelf, give hopes to all. 

And fail nineteen in twenty : 
What, wound my honour, break my word ! 
You're young again— You may, my lord, 

Have precedents in plenty ! 

indeed, young ftatefman, 'twill not do,-^ 
6ome other ways and means purfue> 

More fitted to your ftation ! 
What from your boyifh freaks can fpriiig i 
Mere toys !-^The favour of your king> 

And love of all the nation. 

BRYAN AND PEREENE. 

A WEST INDIAN BALLAD; 

JFt>VNDXD ON A REAL FACT, THAT HAPPENED A FEW TEARS AG* 
IN THE ISLAND OF St, CHRISTOPHER, 

THE north-eaft wind did briikly blow, 
The fhip was fafely moor'd, 
Voung Bryan thought the boat's crew flow, 
And fo leapt over-board. 

H 2 Pereene, 
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Pereene, the pride of Indian dames. 
His heart long held in thrall. 

And whofo his impatience blames, 
I wot, ne'er lov'd at all. 

A long, long year, one month and ddy^ 

He dwelt on Engliih land. 
Nor once in thought would ever (bay. 

Though ladies fought his hand. 

For Bryan he was tall and flrong. 
Right blithfome roll'd his een. 

Sweet was his voice when e'er he fung ; 
He fcant had twenty feen. 

But who the countlefs charms can draw. 
That grac'd his miArefs true ; 

Such charms the old world nevet faw^ 
Nor oft I ween the new. 

t 

Her raven haif plays round her neck» 

Like tendrils of the vine ; 
Her cheeks red dewy rofe buds deck. 

Her eyes like diamonds fhine. 

Soon as his well known fhip fhe /pied, 

She caft her weeds away. 
And to the palmy fhore fhe hied. 

All in her beft array. 
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111 fea-green filk fo neatly clad. 

She there impatient flood ; 
The crew with wonder faw the lad 

Bepel the foaming flood. 

Her hands a handkerchief difplay'd^ 

Which he at parting gave ; 
Well pleas'd the token he furvey'd. 

And manlier beat the wave. 

Her fair companions . pne and all. 

Rejoicing crowd the ftrand ; 
For now her lover fwam in call. 

And almoft touch'd the land. 

Then through the white furf did flie hafte. 

To clafp her lovely Twain ; 
When, ah ! a fhark bit through his waift : 

His heart's blood dy'd the main ! 

He ihriek'd ! his half fprang from the wave. 

Streaming with purple gore. 
And foon it found a living grave. 

And, ah ! was feen no more. 

Now hafte, now hafte, ye maids, I pray. 

Fetch water from the ipring : 
She falls, (he falls, (he dies away. 

And foon her knell they ring. 



H3 '^^^ 
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Now each May- morning round her tomh. 

Ye fair, frefh flowrets ftrew, 
$0 may your lovers fcape his doom. 

Her haplefs fate fcape you. 



fc^^^KfA^Kl^AAi 



The passionate SHEPHERO 

TO HIS LOVE. 

AN OLD BALLAD, 

CP M E live with me, and be my love, 
And yfq will all the pleafures prove 
That hills and vallies^ dale and field. 
And all t)ie craggy mountains yields 

There will we fit upon the rocks. 
And fee the fhephcrds feed their flocks^ 
Bv Ihallow rivers, to whofe falls 
Melodious birds fing madri^s. 

There will I make the beds of rofes 
WJth a thoufand flagrant pofies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Imbroidered all with leaves of mirtle : 

A gown made of the fineft wool. 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull j 
Slippery lin'd choicely for the cold, 
^Jj^ buckles of the pure& toV^ *, 



C "9 ] 

X "belt of ftraw, and ivy buds. 
With coral clafps, and amber ftuds : 
And if thefe pleafures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

The ihcpherd-fwains ihall dance and fing 
for thy delight each May-morning : 
J£ thefe delights thy mind may move, 
"Then live with me, and be my love. 

My mind to me a KINGDOM is. 

AN OLD BALLAD. 

MY minde to me a Idngdome is; 
Such perfed joy therein I finde^ 
As farre exceeds alj earthly blifle. 

That God or Nature hath ailignde : 
Though much I want, that moil would have> 
Yet ^U my mind forbids to crave. 

Content I live, this is my ftay ; 

I feek no more than may fuffice : 
I prefTe to bcare no haughtie fway ; 

Look what I lack my mind fupplies. 
Loe ! thus I triumph like a king. 
Content with that my mind doth brings 

H4 \S^ 



See how plentie furfets oft. 

And haftie clymbers fooneH fall t 
I fee that fuch as fit aloft 

c 

Mifhap doth threaten moil of all : 
Thefe get with toile, and keep with feare : 
Such cares my min4 could never beare. 

No princely pompe, nor wealthie floreji 

No force to winne a vidorie. 
No wylie wit to falve a fore. 

No fhape to winne a lover's eye ; 
To none of thefe I yeeld as thrall. 
For why my mind difpifeth all. 

Some have too much, yet ftill they crave, 
I little have, yet fcefc no more : 

They are but poore, tho' much they have j 
And I am rich with little flore : 

They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 

They lacke, I lend -, they pine, I live, 

I laugh not at another's lofle, 
I grudge not at another's gaine; 

No worldly wave my mind can tofle, 
I brooke that is another's bane : 

I fear no foe, nor fawne on friend 3 

I loth not life, nor dread mine end. 

My wealth is health, and perfed eafe. 
My confcience clere my chiefe defence ; 

I never feeke by ^prybes to pleafe. 
Nor by defert to give offence : 

Thus do I live, thus will I <& ^ 
Would all did fo as v^eU ^^ W 



CUPID'S PASTIME, 

AKOLD SONNET, 



IT chanc'd of late a Ihcpherd fwain, 
That went to feek his ftraying Iheep, 
Within a thicket on a plain 
Efpied a dainty nymph afleep. 

Her golden hair o'erfpread her face ; 

Her carelefs arms abroad were call ; 
Her quiver had her pillow's place ; 

Her breaft lay bare to every blaft. 

The fhepherd ftood and gaz'd his fill ; 

Nought durft he do ; nought durft he fay ; 
Whilfl chance, or elfe perhaps his will. 

Did guide the god of love that way. 

The crafty boy thus fees her fleep. 
Whom if ihe wak'd he durft not fee ; 

Behind her clofely feeks to creep. 
Before her nap ihould ended be. 

There come, he deals her (hafts away. 
And puts his own into their place ; 

Nor dares he any longer ffay, 

But, ere fhe wakes, hies theuce apace. 
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Scarce was he gone, bat (he awakes. 
And ipies the fhepherd ftanding by f 

Her bended bow in hafte fhe takes* 
And at the iimple fvvain lets Rye. 

forth flew the fhaft, and pierc'd his heart. 
That to the ground he fell with pain : 

Yet up again forthwith he ftart. 
And to the nymph he ran amain. 

Amazed to fee fo flrange a fight. 
She fhot> and fhot, but all in vain ; 

The more his wounds, the more his might, 
Love yielded fljrength amidil his pain. 

Her angry eyes were great with tears. 

She blames her hand, fhe blames her fkill ^ 

The bluntnefs of her ihafts fhe fears. 
And try them on herfelf fhjB will. 

Take heed, fweet nymph, trye not thy fhaft. 
Each little touch will pierce thy heart : 

Alas ! thou know^ft not Cupid's craft ; 
Revenge is joy, the end is (mart. 

Yet try fhe will, and pierce fome bare ; 

Her hands were glov'd, but next to hand 
^as that fair breail, that breaft fo rare. 

That made the fhepherd fenfelefs (land. 



That 
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That breaft (he pierc'd ; and through that breaft 

Love found an entry to her heart ; 
At feeling of this new-come gueft. 

Lord ! how this gentle nymph did ftart. 

She runs not now ; fhe (hoots no m^ ; 

Away Ihe throws both (haft and bow : 
3he feeks for what ihe fhunn'd before. 

She thinks the ihepherd's hade too flow. 

Though mountains meet not, lovers may : 
What other lovers do, did they : 

The god of love fat on a tree. 

And laught that pleafant fight to fee. 

ADMIRAL HOSIER'S GHOST, . 

BY Mr. glover. Author op LEONIDE?. 

AS near Porto-Bello lying 
On the gentle fwelling flood, 
At midnight with flreamers flying 

Our triumphant navy rode ; 
There while Vernon fate all-glorious 

From the Spaniards' late defeat : 
And his crews, with fhouts vidlorious. 

Drank fuccefs to England's fleet : 
On a fudden fhrilly founding, 

Hideous yells and fhrieks were heard ; 
Then each heart with fear confounding, 

A fad troop of ghofts appear' d, 

7 
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AH in droftry hammocks fhrouded. 
Which for winding-fheets they wore. 

And with looks by forrow clouded • 
Frowning on ^hat hojHle fhore; 

On them gleam'd the moon's wan luilre^ 

When the fhade of Hofier brave 
His pale bands was feen to mufter» 

Rifing from their watry grave ; 
O'er the glimmering wave he hy'd him. 

Where the Baitfbrd rear-d her fail. 
With three thoufand ghofls befidcs him, 

Ajid in groans did Vernon hail. 

Heed, O heed, our fatal ftory, 

I am Hofier's injur'd ghoft^ 
You, who now have purchas'd glory. 

At this place where I was lofl ; 
Tho' in Porto-Bello's ruin 

You now triumph free from fears. 
When you think on our undoing. 

You will mix your joy with tears. 

Sec thefe mournful fpedlres fweeping 

Qhaftly o'er this hated wave. 
Whole wan cheeks are flain'd with weeping ; 

Thefe were Engliih captains bf ave : 
Mark thofe numbers pale and horrid, 

Thofe were once my failors bold, 
Lo, each hangs his drooping forehead. 

While his difmal tale is told. 
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I, by twenty fail attended. 

Did this Spanifh tiown affright ; 
Nothing then its wealth defended 

But my orders not to fight : 
O ! that in this rolling ocean 

I had cafl them with difdain, 
And obey'd my heart's warm motion 

To have quell'd the pride of Spain ; 

For refinance I could fear none. 

But with twenty fhips had done 
What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 

Haft atchiev'd with fix alone. 
Then the Baflimentos never 

Had our foul diihonour feen. 
Nor the fea the fad receiver 

Of this gallant train had been« 

Thu?, like thee, proud Spain difmaying. 

And her galleons leading home. 
Though condemned for difobeying, 

I had met a traitor's doom. 
To have fallen, my country crying 

He has play'd an Englifh part. 
Had been better far than dying 

Of a griev'd and broken heart. 

Unrepining at thy glory. 
Thy fucceftful arms we hail i 

But remember our fad ftory. 
And let Hofier's wrongs prevail. 



Sent 
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StAt in this foul clime to languifii^ 

Think what thoufands fell in vain^ 
Wailed with difeafe and .anguiih^ 

Not in glorious battle flain« 

Hence with all my train atten(&ng 

From their oozy tombs below» 
-I'hro' the hoary foam afcending. 

Here I feed my conftant woe t 
here the Baftimentos viewing. 

We recal our fhameful doom. 
And our plaintive cries renewing^ 

Wander thro' the midnight gloom* 

O'er thefe waves for ever mourning 

Shall we roam deprived of reft> 
If to Britain's ihores returning 

You negleft my juft requeft ; 
After this proud foe fubduingj 

When your patriot friends you fee^ 
Think on vengeance for my ruin. 

And for England fham'd in me^ 

The SHEPHERD'S RESOLUTION* 

AN OLD BALLAD. 

BY GEORGE WITHER. 

SHALL I, wafting in difpaire^ 
Dye becaiife a woman's faire ? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care, 

'Caufe another's rofie are ? 

Be 
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fie /dee fairer than the day^ 

Oi the flowry meads in May;, 

If fhe think not well of mc/ 
What care I how faire ihe be f 

Shall my heart be griev'd or pin'di 

!Caiiie I fee a woman kind I 

Or a wcll-difpdfed nature 

Joyncd with a lovely feature ? 

}^e ftee meeker, kisdery thaif 

The turtle-dove or pelican ; 

If fhee be not ib to me« 
What ca|« I how kind fhee fee t 

Shall a woman's virtues mov^ 

Me, to perifh for her love ? 

Otj her welL-defervings knowne. 

Make nic quite forget my owne ? 

Be fhee with that goodnefTe blefl,- « 

Which may merit name of Befl; 

If fhe be not fuch to me. 
What eare I how good fhe be? 

'Caufe her fortune fcems too high. 
Shall I play the foole and dye ? 
Thofe that beare a noble minde. 
Where they want of riches finde,^ 
Thinke what with them they would doe. 
That without them dare to wooe ; ' 

And, unleffe that minde I fee. 
What care I, though great fhee be / 
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Grfeat Of good, or kind or faire^ 
I jvill ne'er the more difpaife : 
If fhe love me, this beleeve, 
I will die ere Ihe fhall grieVe-j 
If Ihe flight me, when I wooe ;. 
I can fcorne and let her goe : 

For, if Ihee be not for me, 

• What care I for whom fliee be ? 

The STEDFAST SHEPHERD^ 

bV the same. 

HENCE away, you Syrens, leave me. 
And unclafpe your wanton armes ; 
Sugred words fhall ne'er deceive me, 

(Though * you' prove a thoufand charmes)^ 
Fie, Be, forbeare i 
No common fnare 

Could ever my alFedtion chaine : 

Your painted baits 

And poore deceits. 
Are all bellowed on me in vain. 

I'm no Have to fuch as you be ; 

Neither fhall a fnowy brefl,- 
Wanton eye, or lip of ruby 

Ever rob me of my reft | 
Goe, goe, difplay 
Your beautie's ray 

Ti 
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To fome ore-foone enamour'd fwaine : 
Thofe common wiles 
Of fighs and fmiles 
Are all beftovyed on me in vaine. 

have elie where vowed a dutie ; 

Turn away * your' tempting eyes : 
hew not me a naked beautie ; 

Thofe impoftures I defpife : 
My fpirit lothes 
Where gawdy clothes 
And fained othes may love obtaine : 
I love her fo 

Whofe looke fwears No ; 
That all your labours will be vaine. 

Can he prize the tainted pofies. 

Which on every brefl are wome ; 
That may plucke the fpotlefle r«fes 
From their never-touched thorne ? 

I can goe reft 

On her fweet breft. 
That is the pride of Cynthia's traine : 

Then hold your tongues ; 

Your mermaid fongs 
Are all beftowed on me in vaine. 

[ee*s a foole, that bafely dallies. 

Where each peafant mates with him ; 

hall I haunt the thronged vallies, 

WhilH: ther's noble hills to climbe ? 

1 '^ci. 



Noy no, though clowns 

Are Ikar'd with frowncs, 
I know the bed can but difdaine ; 

And thofe I'le prove ; 

So fhall your love 
Be all beftowed on me in vaine. 

I doe fcorne to vow a dutie, 

' Where each luftfull lad may woe : 
Give me her, whofe fun-like beautie 

Buzzards dare not {bare unto : 
Shee, ihee it is 
Affords that bliffe 
For which I would refufe no paine : 
But fuch as you, 
Ft)nd fooles, adieu ; 
You feeke to captive me in vaine. 

Leave me then, you Syrens, leave me; 

Seeke no more to worke my harmes : 
Craftie wiles cannot deceive me, 

Who am proofe againft your charmes 
You labour may 
To lead aftray 
The heart, that conftant fhall remaine : 
And I the while 
Will fit and fmile 
To fee you fpend your time in vaine. 



AUTUMN. 



[ 131 3 







AUTUMN. 

BY Mr. BREREWOOD. 

THO' the feafons muft alter, ah! yet let me find 
What all muft confefs to be rare, 
A female ftill cheerful, and faithful and kind. 
The bleffings of autumn to fhare. 

Let one fide of our cottage, a flourifiiing vine 
Overfpread with its branches, and fhade ; 

Whofe clufters appear more tranfparent and fine. 
As its leaves are beginning to fade. 

When the fruit makes the branches bend down with its load, 

In our orchard furrounded with pales : 
In a bed of clean flraw let our apples be flow'd. 

For a tart that in winter regales. 

When the vapours that rife from the earth in the morn 

Seem to hang on its furface like fmoke. 
Till difpers'd by the fun that gilds over the corn, 

Within doors let us prattle and joke. 

1 2 But 
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I 

But when we fee clear all the hues of the leaves^ 

And at work in the fields are all hands, 
Some in reaping the wheat, others binding the fheaves^ 

Let us careleily ftrole o'er the lands. 

How pleafing the fighf of the toiling they make> 

To colled what kind Nature has fent ! 
Heaven grant we may not of their labour partake j 

But, O ! give us their happy content. 

And fometimes on a bank, under (hade, by a brook. 

Let us filently fit at our eafe. 
And there gaze on the ftream, till the filh on the hook 

Struggles hard to procure its releafe. 

And now when the hufbandman fings harveft home. 

And the corn's all got into the houfe ; 
When the long wifh'd for time of their meeting is come. 

To frolic, and feaft, and caroufe : 

When the leaves from the trees are begun to be fhed. 

And are leaving the branches all bane. 
Either ftrew'd at the roots, ftiriveird, wither'd, and dead. 

Or elfe blown to and fro in the air : 

* 

When the ways are fo miry, that bogs they might feem. 

And the axle-tree's ready to break ; 
While the waggoner whittles in (lopping his team. 

And then claps the poor jades on the neck : 
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In the morning let's follow the cry of the hounds. 

Or the fearftil young covey befet ; 
Which, tho' Ikulking in flubble and weeds on the grounds. 

Are becoming a prey to the net. 

Let's enjoy all the pleafure retirement affords. 

Still amus'd with thefe innocent fports, 
I^or once envy the pomp of fine ladies and lords. 

With their grand entertainments at courts. 

In the evening when lovers are leaning on lliles. 

Deep cngag'd in fome amorous chat. 
And 'tis very well known by his grin, and her finiles. 

What they both have a mind to be at ; 

To our dwelling, tho* homely, well-pleas'd to repair. 

Let our mutual endearments revive, 
And let no fingle aftion, or look, but declare. 

How contented and happy we live. 

Should ideas arife that may ruffle the foul. 

Let foft mufic the phantoms remove. 
For 'tis harmony only has force to controul. 

And unite all the paflions in love. 

With her eyes but half open, her cap all awry. 

When the lafs is preparing for bed ; 
And the fleepy dull clown, who fits nodding juft by, 

Sometimes rouzes and fcratches his head. 
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In the night when 'tis cloudy and rainy, and dark. 

And the labourers fnore as they lie. 
Not a noife to difturb us, unlefs a dog bark 

In the farm, or the village hard by. 

At the time of fweet reft, and of quiet like this. 

Ere our eyes are clos'd up in their lids. 
Let us welcome the fiSafon, and tafte of that blifs. 

Which the funftiine and daylight forbids. 

The P I N. 

IfiTJCU. BY Mr. W O T Y. 

FOR once, ye critics. Jet the fportive Muie 
Her fool's cap wear, fpite of the fhaking head 
Of ftern-eycd Gravity — for, tho* the Mufe 
To frolic be difpos'd, no fong fhe chants 
Immoral ; nor one pidlure will fhe hold. 
But Virtue may approve it with a fmile. 
Ye fylvan deities ! awhile adieu ! 

Ye curling ftreams ! whofe banks are fring'd with flowers, 
Violet and hare-bcll, or the king-cup bright. 
Farewell ! for I muft leave your rich perfumes 
To fmg the Pin in ever founding lays : 
But not thg,t Pin, at whofe circumference 
Rotund, the ftrong-nerv'd ruftic hurls the bowl 
Ponderous and vaft : nor that which window bars 
From thief nofturnal : nor that other call'd 
A Mttle; chiefly found where alehoufe fnug 
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Invites mechanic to the flowing cup 
Of Calvert's mild, o'er-canopied with froth. 
No— i'tis the Pin fo much by ladies us'd ; 
Without whofe aid the nymph of niceft tafte. 
Of neateft mould, a flattern would appear. 
Hail then, thou little ufeful inftrument I 
The* fmall, yet confequential. For by thee 
Beauty, fets off her charms, as at the glafs 
Lucy, or Phillis, beft adapts thy point. 
Without thy fervice would the ribband flaunt 
Looie to the fanning gale, nor on the head 
Of belle would fland her whimiical attire. 
The kerchief from her neck of fnow would fall 
With freedom bold, and leave her bofom bare. -^ 
How would the fempftrefs trim thy want regret 
As flie her apron forms ! And how the man 
Of law, fagacious, with his fpeftacles 
On nofe reverted ! frequent does he want 
Thy prompt affiflance, to conned his fcrapa 

And notes obliterated o'er. Thee oft 
In alley, path, wide fquare, and open flreet^ 
The miier picks, as confcious of thy ufe ; 
With frugal hand, accompanied with brow 
Of corrugated bent, he flicks thee fafe. 
Interior on his coat ; then creeps along. 
Well judging thy proportion to a groat. 
Thro* all thy different ftorehoufes to trace 
Thy prefence, either in the fculptur'd dome. 
Or tenement clay-built, would aik a pen 
With points almoft as various as thy heads* 

1 4 Wherc-e'cr 
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Where-e'er thou art, or in whatever form. 
Magnificent in filver, or in brafs, 
Or wire more humble, nightly may'ft thou lie 
Safe on thy cufhibn'd bed, or kifs the locks 
Of Chloe/ fleeping on the pillow's down. 

A PRESENT TO a YOUNG LADY, 

WITH A PAIR OF STOCKINGS. 

BY , FELLOW OF CAMBRIDGE. 

TO pleafe the Fair, what different ways 
Each lover afts his part; 

One tender fnuff, another praife, 
A toothpick, or a heart ! 

Alike they all, to gain their end. 

Peculiar arts difclofe ; 
While I, fubmiffive, only fend 

An humble pair of hofe. 

Long may they guard, from cold and harrn^ 

The fnowy limbs that wear 'em, 
And kindly lend their influence warm 

To ev'ry thing that's near 'em* 

But let it not be faulty deem'd. 

Nor move your indignation. 
If I a little partial feem*d 

In gifts or commendatioa : 
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Each fair perfeftion to difplay 

Would far exceed my charter. 
My humble Mufe muft never ftray 

Above the knee or garter. 

And who did e'er a fubjeft view 

So worthy to be prais'd. 
Or from fo fair foundation knew - 

So fine a llrudture rais'd ? 

Thou learned leach, fage Kember, fay, 

(In fpite of drugs and plaifters) 
You who can talk the live-long day 

Of buildings and pilafters : 

You who for hours have rov'd about 

Thro' halls and colonades. 
And fcarce would deign to tread on aught 

But arches and arcades : 

Did you, in all your mazy rounds. 

Two nobler pillars view ? 
What yielding marble ere was found 

So exquifitely true I 

The fwelling dome, with (lately (how. 

May many fancies pleafe, 
I view content what lies below 

The cornice of the frieze ; 

The 






V. 



./^ 



The lovely twins, fo white, fo round. 

That bear the noble pile, 
Muft foon proceed from Venus' mound. 

Or from Cythera's ifle. 

Propitious Fates, preferve them fafe. 
And keep them clofe together. 

And grant they may the malice brave 
Of man as well as weather. 

From lucklefs love, or rancour bafe. 
May never harm attend *em. 

And grant, whatever be the cafe. 
That I may Hill defend 'em. 

By gentle, generous love, 'tis true. 

They never can mifcarry. 
No ill can come, no lofs enfue. 

From honefl, harmlefs Harry. 

But ihould a knight of greater heat 

Precipitate invade. 
Believe me, Bell, they then may need 

Some feafonable aid. 

O may I ready be at hand 

From every harm to fcreen 'cm. 

Then, Samfon-like, I'll take my (land. 
And live, or die between 'cm. 
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A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A POET 
AND HIS SERVANT. 

BY THE LATE Mr. CHRIST. PITT. 

To enter into the beauties of this fatire, it muft be re- 
membered, that flaves, among the Romans, during the 
feafts of Saturn, wore their matters habits, and were 
allowed to fay what they pleafed. 

SERVANT. 

SIR, — I've long waited in my turn to have 
A word with you — but I'm your humble flave, 

P. What knave is that ? my rafcal ! 

S. Sir, 'tis I, 
No knave nor rafcal, but your trufty Guy, 

P. Well^ as your wages ftill are due, I'll bear 
Your rude impertinence this time of year. 

8. Some folks are drunk one day, and fome for ever. 
And fome, like Wharton, but twelve years together. 
Old Evremond, renown'd for wit and dirt. 
Would change his living oftener than his ihirt ; 
Roar with the rakes of Hate a month ; and come 
To ftarve another in his hole at home. 
So rov'd wild Buckingham the public jeft. 
Now fome innholder's, now a monarch's gueft ; 
His life and politics of every fliape. 
This hour $ Roman, and the next an ape. 
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The gout in eyery limb from every vice 
Poor Clodio hir'd a boy to throw the dice. 
Some wench for ever ; and their fins on thofe. 
By cuftom, fit as eafy as their cloaths. 
Some fly, like pendulums, from good to evil. 
And in that point are madder than the devil : 

For they 

P. To what will thefe wild maxims tend ? 
And where, fweet fir, will your reflexions end ? 

S. In you. 

P. In me, you knave ? make out your charge. 

S. You praife low-living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you fcarce believe the rules you teach. 
Or find it hard to pradlife what you preach. 
Scarce have you paid one idle journey down. 
But, without bufincfs, you're again in town. 
If none invite you, fir, abroad to roam. 
Then — Lcrd, what pleafure 'tis to read at home j 
And fip your two kalf-pints, with great delight. 
Of beer at noon, and muddled port at night. 
Irom * Encombe, John comes thundering at the door. 
With " Sir, my mailer begs you to come o'er, 
*' To pafs thefe tedious hours, thefe winter nights, 
' •* Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fprites." 
Strait for your tv/o befl wigs aloud you call. 
This lliff in buckle, that not curl'd at all, 
'* And where, you rafcal, are the fpurs," you cry ; 
" And O I what blockhead laid the bulkins by?" 

* The feat of John Pitt, Efq; in Dorfetfhire, 

Oc 
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Dn your 6ld batter'd mare you'll needs be gdiic, 

[No matter whether on four legs or none) 

Splafh, plunge, and ftumble, as you fcour the heath ; 

All fwear at Morden 'tis on life or death : 

Wildly thro' Wareham ftreets you fcamper on, 

Raife all the dogs and voters in the town ; 

Then fly for fix long dirty miles as bad. 

That Corfe and Kingfton gentry think you mad. 

And all this furious riding is to prove 

Your high refped, it feems, and eager love : 

And yet, that mighty honour to obtain. 

Banks, Shaftefbury, Doddington may fend in vain* . 

Before you go, we curfe the noife you make. 

And blefs the moment that you turn your back : 

As for myfelf, I own it to your face, 

I love good eating, and I take my glafs : 

But fure 'tis ftrange, dear fir, that this ihould be 

In you amufement, but a fault in me. 

All this is bare refining on a name. 

To make a difference where the fault's the fame. 

My father fold me to your fervice here. 
For this fine livery, and four pounds a year. 
A livery you fhould wear as well as I, 
And this I'll prove — but lay your cudgel by. 
Vou ferve your paffions — Thus, without a jell. 
Both are but fellow-fervants at the beft. 
Vourfelf, good Sir, are play'd by your defires, 
A mere tall puppet dancing on the wires. 



P. Who, 
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p. Who, at this rate of talking, can he free ? 

S. The brave, wife, honeil man, and only he : 
All elfe are (laves alike, the world around. 
Kings on the throne, and beggars on the ground : 
He, fir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf. 
And (greater ftill) is mafter of himfelf : 
Not to-and-fro by fears and fadions hurl'd. 
But loofe to all the interefts of the world : 
And while that world turns round, entire and whole. 
He keeps the facred tenor of his foul ; ' 
In every turn of fortune flill the fame. 
As gold unchang'd, or blighter from the flame : 
Collefted in himfelf, with godlike pride. 
He fees the darts of envy glance aiide ; 
And, fix'd like Atlas, while the tempefts blow. 
Smiles at the idle ftorms that roar below. 
One fuch you know, a layman, to your fhame. 
And yet the honour of your blood and name. 
If you can fuch a character maintain. 
You too are free, and I'm your flave again. 

But when in Hemlkirk's pidures you delight. 
More than myfelf, to fee two drunkards fight ; 
" Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead," or fuch names are mine; 
Your's are " a ConnoifTcur," or " Deep Divine." 
I'm chid for loving a luxurious bit. 
The facred prize of learning, worth, and wit : 
And yet fome fell their lands thefe bits to buy ; 
Thin, pray, who fufFers moft from luxury ? 
I'm chid, 'tis true ; but then I pawn no plate, 

1 feal no bonds, I mortgage no eflate. 

^ Befides, 
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fiefides) high living, fir, muft wear you out 
"With furfeits, qualms, a fever, or the gout. 
By fome new pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd. 
And when you fave an hour, you think it loft. 
To fports, plays, races, from your books you run. 
And like all company, except your own. 
You hunt, drink, fleep, or (idler ftill) you rhyme ; 
Why ? — but to banifh thought, and murder time : 
And yet that thought, which you difcharge in vain. 
Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again. 

P. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip, a club, a iloae,*-* 

S. For what ? 

P. A fword, a piftol, or a gun : 
I'll flioot the dog. 

S. Lord ! who would be a wit ? 
He's in a mad, or in a rhyming fit. 

P. Fly, fly, you rafcal, for your fpade and fork ; 
For once I'll fet your lazy bones to work : 
Fly, or I'll fend you back, without a groat. 
To the bleak mountains where you firft were caught. 



The R E C a N T A T I O N, 

AN ODE. 

BY love too long deprived of reft, 
(Fell tyrant of the human breaft !) 
His vaffal long, and worn with pain. 
Indignant late I fpurn'd the chain ; 
In verfe, in profe, I fung and fwore 
No charms ftiould e'er enflave me more. 
Nor neclc, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye. 
Again fbould force one tender figh. 
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As, taught by heav'n*s informing power^ 
From every fruit and every flower 
That nature opens to the view. 
The bee extradls the nedlar-dew ; 
A vagrant thus, and free to change 
From fair to fair, I vow'd to range. 
And part from each without regret 
As pleased and happy as I met. 

Then Freedom's praife infpir'd my tongue. 
With Freedom's praife the vallies rung. 
And every night and every day ! 
My heart thus pour'd th' enraptured lay : 
** My cares are gone, my forrows ceafe, 
** My bread regains its wonted peace, 
** And joy and hope returning prove, 
" That Reafon is too ftrong for Love." 

Such was my boafl — but, ah ! how vain I 
How fhortwas Reafon's vaunted reign ! 
The firm refolve I form'd ere-while 
How weak oppos'd to Clara's fmile ! 
Chang'd is the ftrain-»'The vallies round 
With Freedom's praife no more refound^ 
But every night and every day 
My full heart pours the alter'd lay. 

Offended deity, whofe power 
My rebel tongue but now forfwore. 
Accept my penitence fincere, 
My crime forgive, and grant my prayer I 
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Let not thy flavc, condemn'd to n^ourn, 
iVith unrequited paffion burn ; 
iVithr Love's foft thoughts her breaft infpirc, 
Und kindle there an equal fire ! 

It is not beauty's gaudy flower. 
The empty triumph of an hour) 
^or pradlis'd wiles of female art 
That now fubdue my dellin'd heart : 
!) no !— 'Tis heav'n, whofe wondrous hand 
\ tranfcript of itfclf hath plann'd, 
\nd to each outward grace hath join'd 
^ach loveliier feature of the mind. 

Thefe charms ftiall laft, when others fly, 
Vhen rofes fade, and lilies die ; 
Vhen that dear eye's declining beam 
ts living Ere no more fliall ftream : 
(left then, and happy in my chain. 
The fong of Freedom flows in vain ; 
Jor Rcafon's harfli reproof 1 fear, 
'or Reafon's felf is Pailion here. 

O dearer far than wealth or fame, 
fy daily thought, my nightly dream, 
:' yet no youth's fuccefsful art 
Sweet hope I) hath touch'd the gentle heart, 
' yet BO fwain hath blefs'd thy choice, 
idulgent hear thy Damon's voice ; 
rem doubts, fron^ fears his bofom free, 
lid bid him live-*for love and tkee ! 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN UPON A PEDESTAL BENEATH A ROW OT ELMl 
1*N A MEADOW NEAR RICHMOND PERRY, BELONGING Tf 
RICHARD OWEN CAMBRIDGEj ESQ.. SEPT. MDCCLX. 

•XTE green-hair'd nymphs! whom Pan allows 

jL To guard from harm thefe favour'd boughs ; 
Ye blue-eyed Naiads of the ftream. 
That foothe the warm poetic dream ; 
Ye elves and fprights, that thronging rounds 
When midnight darkens all the ground. 
In antic meafures uncontrouPd, 
Your fairy fports and revels hold. 
And up and down, where- e'er ye pafs. 
With many a ringlet print the grafs ; 
If e'er the bard hath hail'd your power 
At morn's grey dawn, or everting hour ; 
If e'er by moonlight on the plain 
Your ears have caught th' enraptur'd ftrain^ 
From every flowret's velvet head. 
From reverend Thames's oozy bed. 
From thefe mofs'd elms, where prifon'd deep^ 
• Conceal'd from human eyes, ye deep. 
If thefe your haunts be worth your care. 
Awake, arife, and hear my prayer ! 
O banifh from this peaceful plain 
The perjur'd nymph, the faithlefs fwain^ 



* A line of Mr. Mafon's. 
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ibborn heajpti that fcoms to bovsTy 

ifti rejedls the honeft vow : 

p, who wounds the virgin's ear 

ught that fenfe would blufh to hear, 

fe to honour, mean and vain, 

;s the worth he cannot ftain : 

;ht coquet, with various art, • 

ifts her net for every heart, 

tiling flatters to the chace 

he worthy and the bafe : 

me, who, proud of virtue's praife, 

y if a iiftcr flrays, 

onfcious of unclouded fame, 

ed, fpreads the tale of fhame : 

, O ! baniih'd far be they, 

hear, unmov'd, the orphan's cry, 

e, nor wifli to wipe away, 

tear that fwells the widow's eye ; 

loving man, whofe narrow mind 

s to feel for human-kind, 

rs blifs whofe cheek ne'er glows, 

breafl ne'er throbs with others woes, 

hoarded fum of private joys 

irate care alone deilroys ; 

es, caft your fpells around, 

ard from fuch this hallow'd ground ! 

welcome all, who figh with truth, 

nilant maid and faithful youth, 

mutual love alone hath join'd, 

nion of the willing mind ! 

K 2 Wt^t 
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Hearts pair'd in heaven, not meanly fold, 

Law-liccns'd proflitutcs for gold : 

And welcome thrice, and ^thrice again. 

The chof^n few, the worthy train, 

Whofe ileady feet, untaught to flray. 

Still tread where virtue marks the way ; 

Whofe fouls no thought, whofe hands have known 

No deed, which honour might not own ; 

Who, torn with pain, or flung with care. 

In others blifs can claim a part. 
And, in life's brighteft hour, can fhare 

Each pang that wrings another's heart : 
Ye guardian fprights, when fuch ye fee. 

Sweet peace be theirs, and welcome free I 
Clear be the iky from clouds or fhowers ! 
Green be the turf, and frefh the flowers ! 

And that the youth, whofe pious care 
Lays on your fhrine this honeft prayer. 
May, with the reft, admittance gain. 
And vifit oft this pleafant fcene : 
Let all who love the Mufe attend ! 
Who loves the Mufe is Virtue's friend. 

Such then^ alone may venture here. 
Who, free from guilt, are free from fear, 
Whofe wide afFedions can embrace 
The whole extent of human race ; 
Whom Virtue and her friends approve ; 
Whom Cambridge and the Mufes love. 
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S O N G. 

SWEET are the banks, when fpring perfumes 
The verdant plants, and laughing flowers. 
Fragrant the violet, as it blooms. 

And fwect the blofToms after ihowers. 
Sweet is the foft, the funny breeze. 

That fans the golden orange-grove ; 
But oh ! how fweeter far than thefe 
The kifles are of her I love. 

Ye rofcs ! blufhing in your beds. 

That with your odours fcent the air ; 
Ye lilies chaile ! with filver heads 

As my Cleora's bofom fair : , 

No more I court your balmy fweets ; 

For I, and I alone, can prove. 
How fweeter, when each other meets. 

The kiffes are of her I love. 

Her tempting eyes my gaze inclined. 

Their pleafing lefTon firft I caught ; 
Her fenfe, her friendlhip next confin'd 

The willing pupil Ihe had taught. 
Should fortune, (looping from her fky, 

Condu^ me to her bright alcove j 
Yet,' like the turtle, I Ihould die. 

Denied the kifs of her I love. 

K3 TVl^ 



The genius of BRITAIN. 

AN IAMBIC ODE. 

I 

WRITTEN IN MDCCLVI. 

AS late o'er Britain's chalky coafts 
The Genius of theifland flew. 
The venal i'warm of foreign hofts 
Inglorious bafking in his view. 
Deep in his breaft he felt the new difgrace. 
And honeft bluihes warm'd his godlike face. 

Quick flafh'd the lightning of his fpear 

Which blailed France on CrefTy's field. 
He wheel'd the blazcn fword in air. 
And on his fhonlders fpread the fhield. 
As when, o'er Agincourt's blood-purpled lands. 
Pale Terror ftalk'd thro' all the Gallic bands. 

Soon as he caft his eyes below. 

Deep heav'd the fympathetic figh. 
Sudden the tears of anguifh flow. 
For fore he felt th' indignity; 
Difcordant pafllons ihook his heavenly frame. 
Now Horrors damp, now Indignations flame. 
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Ah ! what avails, he cried, the blood 
Shed by each patriot band of yore. 
When Freedom's unpaid legions ftood 
Protcdors of this fea-girt fhore. 
When antient Wifdom deem'd each Britifh fword 
From hoflile power could guard its valiant lord. 

What tho* the Daniih raven fpread 

Awhile his v^ings o'er Englifh ground. 
The bird of prey funereal fled 

When Alfred call'd his peers around, 
Whofe fleets triumphant riding on the flood. 
Deep ftain'd each chalky cliiF with Denmark's blood. 

« • 

Alfred on natives could depend. 

And fcorn'd a foreign force t 'employ. 
He thought, who dar'd not to defend 
Were never worthy to enjoy ; 
The realm's and monarch's intereft deem'd but one, 
And arm'd his fubjefts to maintain their own. 

What tho' weak John's divided reign 

The Gallic legions tempted o'er. 
When Henry's barons join'd again, 
Thofe feather'd warriors left the fhore ; 
Learn, Britons, hence, you want no foreign friends^ 
The Lion's fafety on himfelf depends. 

K + Reflea 
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Refleft on Edward's glorious name ; 

On my fifth Henry's martial deeds ; 
Think on thofe peers of death lefs fame. 
Who met their king on Thames's meads. 
When (bvereign might acknowledg'd reafon's plea. 
That heaven created man for liberty. 

Tho' Rome's fell ftar malignant fhone. 

When good Eliza rul'd this ftate. 
On Englifh hearts fhe plac'd her throne. 
And in their happinefs her fate. 
While blacker than the tempefts of the North, 
The papal tyrant fcnt his curfes forth. 

Lo ! where my Thames's waters glide 

At great Augufta's regal feet. 
Bearing on each returning tide 
From diftant realms a golden fleet. 
Which homeward wafts the fruits of every zone. 
And makes the wealth of all the world your own. 

Shall on his filver waves be borne 
Of armed flaves a venal crew ? 
Lo ! the old God denotes his fcorn. 
And fhudders at th' unufual view, 
Down to his deepeft cave retires to mourn. 
And tears indignant bathe his cryflal urn. 



O! ho 
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O ! how can vaffals, bom to bear 

The galling weight of Slavery's chain, 
A patriot's noble ardor fhare. 

Or Freedom's facred caufe maintain ? 
Britons, exert your own unconquer'd might, 
A Freeman bed defends a Freeman's right. 

Look back on every deathlefs deed 

For which your fires recorded ftand ; 
To battle let your nobles lead 
The fons of toil, a hardy band ; 
The fword on each rough peafant's thigh be worn. 
And war's green wreaths the fhepherd's front adorn. 

But fee ! upon his utmofl fhores 

America's fad Genius lies, 
Each wafted province he deplores. 
And cafls on me his languid eyes, 
Blcfs'd with heav'n's favourite ordinance I fly 
To raife the opprefs'd, and humble tyranny. 

This faid, the Viiion weftward fled. 

His wrinkled brow denouncing war ; 
The way fire-mantled Vengeance led. 
And Juftice drove his airy car ; 
Behind firm-footed Peace her olive bore. 
And Plenty's horn pour'd bleflings on the fhore. 

PETRARCH 
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PETRARCH AND LAURA. 

AN EPIGRAMMATIC TALE, 

• 

DAN Petrarch of old, it has often been faid. 
By fome Cardinal urg'd, his fair Laura to wed. 
With an offer of fortune (and well-tim'd it was. 
For Poets have feldom much rent for Parnafs') 
Cried, my lord, you'll excufe me, but I have a reafon 
Why even this offer becomes out of feafon ; 
Pve a new book of fonnets juft ripe for the prefs. 
Upon the fame plan as the laft, you may guefs ; 
I have there, all along, made my Laura a goddefs. 
And Venus, to pleafe me, has lent her the boddice ; 
While Hebe, Minerva, and twenty to boot. 
With gifts all celeiUal have trick'd me her out. 
Now marriage, my lord, the whole charm would deftroy. 
And hurl her divinity quite from the fky. 
To my coft I ihould find her no more than a woman, 
And my fonnets, alas ! would gain credit with no man. 
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To WINTER, 

B Y M R. W O T Y, 

WHAT ! tho' thou com'ft in fable mantle clad. 
Yet, Winter ! art thou welcome to my eye; 
Thee here I hail, tho' terrors round thee wait. 
And winds tempefluous howl along the fky« 

But (hall I then fo foon forget the days 

When Ceres led me thro' her wheaten mines ! 

When autumn pluck'd me, with his tawny hand. 
Empurpled cluftcrs from ambrofial vines ! 

So foon fofget, when up the yielding pole 

I faw afcend the filver-bearded hop ! ' 

When Summer, waving high her crown of hay, , 
Pour'd o'er the mead her odoriferous crop ! 

I mull forget them — and thee too, O Spring ! 

Tho' many a chaplet thou hafl weav'd for me : 
For, now prepared to quit th' enchanting fcenes. 

Cold, weeping Winter ! I come all to thee. 



Hail 
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Hail to thy rolling clouds, and rapid ftorms ! 

.The' they deform fair Nature's lovely face : 
Hail to thy winds, that fweep along the earth ! 

Tho* trees they root up from their folid bafe. 

How ficklied over is the face of things ! 

Where is the fpice kiis of the fouthern gale ! 
. Where the wild rofe, that fmil'd upon the thorn. 
The mountain flower, and lily of the vale I 

How gloomy 'tis to caft the eye around. 
And view the trees difrob'd of every leaf. 

The velvet path grown rough with clotting fhowers. 
And every field deprived of every fheaf ! 

How far more gloomy o'er the rain-beat heath 

Alone to travel in the dead of night ! 
No twinkling ftar to gild the arch of heaven, 
No moon to lend her temporary light : 

To fee the lightning fpread its ample fheet, 
Difcern the wild wafie thro' its liquid fire. 

To hear the thunder rend the troubled air. 
As time itfelf and nature would expire : 

And yet, O Winter ! has thy poet feen 

Thy face as fmocth, and placid as the Spring, 

Has felt; with comfort felt, the beam of heaven. 
And heard thy vallies and thy woodlands ring. 
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What time the fun with burniih'd locks, arofe^ 
The long loft charms of nature to renew. 

When purls of ice bedeck'd the graffy turf. 
And tree-tops floated in the filver dew. 

Father of heaven and earth \ this change is thine 
By thee the Seafons in gradation roll. 

Thou great omnifcient Ruler of the world ! 
Thou Alpha and Omega of the whole ! 

a 

Here humbly bow we down our heads to thee ! 

*Tis ours the voice of gratitude to raife. 
Thine to difFufe thy blc flings o'er the land ; 

Thine to receive the incenfe of our praife. 

Pure if it rifes from the confcious heart. 
With thee for ever does the fymbol live ; 

Tho' fmall for all thy love is man's return. 
Thou afk'ft no more than he has power to give. 



i. 
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An epistle of M. DE VOLTAIRE, 

UPON HIS ARRIVAL AT HIS ESTATE NEAR 
THE LA«.E OF GENEVA, IN MARCH 

M DCC LV. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

OTake, O keep me, . ever blefl domains, 
Where lovely Flora with Pomona reigns j 
Where Art fulfils what Nature's voice requires. 
And gives the charms to which my vcrfe afpires ; 
Take me, th6 world \%^ith tranfoort I reiign. 
And let your peaceful folitude be mine 1 

Yet not in thefe retreats I boall to find 
That perfeft blifs that leaves no wifh behind ; 
This, to no lonely (had: kind Nature brings. 
Nor Art beftows on courtiers, or on kings ; 
Not ev'n the Sage this boon has e'er polTefs'd, 
Tho' join'd with wifdom, virtue Ihar'd his brcafl ; 
This tranfient life, alas ! can ne'er fufRce 
To reach the diftant goal, and fnatch the prize ; 
Yet, footh'd to reft, we feel fufpence from woe. 
And tho' not perfedl joy, yet joy we know. 

Enchanting fcenes 1 what pleafurc you difpenfe. 
Where'er I turn, to every wondering fenfe ! 
An* ocean here, where no rude tempell roars. 
With cryftal waters laves the hallow'd ihores ; 

• The lake of Geneva. 
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Here flowery fields with rifing hills are crown'd^ 

Where cluttering vines empurple all the ground : 

Now by degrees from hills to Alps they rife. 

Hell groans beneath, above they pierce the Ikies ! 

See the proud fummit, white with endlefs froft. 

Eternal bulwark of the blifsful coaft ! 

The blifsful coaft the hardy Lombards gain. 

And froft and mountains crofs their courfe in vain ; 

Here glory beckon'd mighty chiefs of old. 

And planted laureh to reward the bold ; 

Charles, Otho, Conti heard her trumpet found, 

And, borne on vidtory's wings, they fpurn'd the mound. 

See, on thofe banks where yon calm waters fwell. 
The hair-clad epicure's luxurious cell ! 
See fam'd Ripaille, where once fo grave, fo gay. 
Great Amedeus f pafs'd from prayer to play : 
Fantaftic wretch ! thou riddle of thy kind ! 
What ftrange ambition feiz'd thy frantic mind ? 
Prince, hermit, lover ! bleft thro' every hour 
With blifsful change of pleafure and of power, 
Couldft thou, thus paradis'd, from care remote, 
Rufh to the world, and fight for Peter's boat ? 

+ Amedeus the Pacific, firft duke of Savoy, in 1434 retired 
to the priory of Ripaille, where he affeS:ed to live like an her- 
mit, and fuiFered his beard to grow to an enormous length ; but 
he kept a miftrefs in his cell ; and in other refpefts lived in 
great luxury 5 yet he joined with a fa6Hon againft Pope Euge- 
nius rV, and being elefted to the fee of Rome, he was crowned 
Pope by the name of Felix V. but afterwards religned at the 
requeft of Charles VII. king of France. 



V 
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Now by the Gods of fweet rcpofe I fwear, 
I would not thus have bartered eafe for care, 
Spight of the keys that move our fear and hope, 
I ne'er would quit fuch penance to be Pope. 

Let him who Rome's ftern tyrant floop'd to praife, 
. The tuneful chanter of fweet georgic lays. 
Let Maro boaft of ftreams that Nature pours 
To lave proud villas on Italia's fhores ; 
Superior far the iireams that court my fong, 
Superior far the fhores they wind along : 
Bleft fhores ! the dwelling of that facred power 
Who rules each joyful, and each glorious hour. 
Queen of whatever the good or great defire. 
The patriot's eloquence, the hero's fire, 
Shrin'd in each breaft, and near the tyrant's fword 
Invok'd in whifpers, and in fighs ador'd. 
Immortal Liberty, whofe generous mind 
With all her gifts would blefs all human-kind ! 
See, from Morat * fhe comes in martial charms. 
And fhines like Pallas in celeftial arms. 
Her fword the blood of boaflful Auftria flains. 
And Charles, who threatened with opprobrious chains. 

Now hoftile crowds Geneva's towers aflail. 
They march in fecret, and by night they fcale ; 

* Morat is a littlp town in the canton of Fribourgh in 
Switzerland, famous for a battle which the Switzers gained 
againft Charles the Rafh, duke of Burgundy, by which they 
recovered and eftabliihed their liberty. Charles himfelf was 
wounded, and left 18,000 Auftrians dead on the fpot, 

2 The 



riie Goddefs comes — ^they vaniih from the wall. 
Their lances fhiver, and their heroes fall : 
Fcr fraud can ne'er elude, nor force withftand 
The ftroke of Liberty's vidlorious hand *. 

She fmiles ; her fmiles perpetual joys difFufe ; 
A ihouting nation where fhe turns purfues $ 
Their heart-felt Paeans thunder to the fky, 
And echoing Appenines from far reply : ^ 

Such wreaths their temples crown as Greece cntwin'd 
Her hero's brows at Marathon f to bind ; 
Such wreaths the fons of freedom hold more dear 
Than circling gold and gems that crown the peer. 
Than the brqad hat which Ihades the Pontiff's face. 
Or the cleft mitre's venerable grace, 
[nfulting grandeur, in gay tinfel dreft* 
Shows here no liar embroider' d on the breaft. 
No tiflued ribbon on the flioulder tied. 
Vain gift implor'd by Vanity from Pride ! 
Nor here Hem Wealth, with fupercilious eyes. 
The faltering prayer of weeping want denies ; 
Flere no falfe Pride at honeft labour fneers, 
Vlen here are brothers, equal but in years ; 

* The duke of Savoy once attempted to furprife Geneva, 
jid take it in the night by efcalade, but the firfl man that 
aounted the wall was difcovered by a woman, who courage^ 
ufly joiocked him down, and alarmed the Geneveie, who drove 
fF the aflailants, and fallying after them, made a great flaiighter. 

f At Marathon, Miltiades, with 10,000 Athenian:, defeated 
a army of more than 100,000 Perfians, and delivered his 
>untry from a foreign yok^. 
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Here heaven, O Liberty ! has iix*d thy throne^ 
Fiird, glorious Liberty ! by thee alone. 

Rome fees thy face, fince Brutus fell, no more^ 
A ftranger thou on many a cultur'd fhore : 
The Polifh lord, of thy embraces vain. 
Pricks his proud courfer o'er Sarmatia's plain j 
£re£ls his haughty front in martial pride. 
And fpurns the burgher, grovelling at his fide ; 
The grovelling burgher burns with fecret fires. 
Looks up, beholds thee, fighs, defpairs, expires. 

Britain's rough fons in thy defence are bold. 
Yet fome pretend at London thou art fold ; 
I heed them not, to. fell too proud, too wife. 
If blood mull buy, with blood the Briton buys. 

On Belgic bogs, 'tis faid, thy footfteps fail. 
But thou fecure may'ft fcorn the whifper'd talc ; 
To iateft times the race of great Naifau, 
Who rais'd feven altars * to thy facred law. 
With faithful hand thy honours fliall defend. 
And bid proud factions to thy fafces bend. 

Thee Venice keeps, thee Genoa now regains ; 
And next the throne thy feat the Swede maintains; 
How few in fafety thus with kings can vie ! 
If not fupreme, how dangerous to be high ! 
O ! flill prefide where'er the law's thy friend. 
And keep thy ftation, and thy rights defend : 
But take no fadlious League's f re-roachful name. 
Still prone to change, and zealous ftill to blame, 

♦ The Union of the Seven Provinces. 
f The author alludes to the famous League formed ^gain^ 
Hemy of France, 

Cloiu 
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Cloud not the funfhine of a conquering race. 

Whom wifdom governs, and whom manners grace j 

Fond of their fovereign, of fiibjedion vain. 

They wilh no favours at thy hands to g.iin. 

Nor need fuch vafTals at their lord repine, 

Whofe eafy fway they fondly take for thine, \"" 

Thro' the wide Eaft lefs gentle is thy fate. 
Where the dumb murderer guards the fultan's gate j 
Here pale and trembling, in the dufl: o'erturn'd. 
With chains dilhonour'd, and by eunuchs fpurn'd. 
The fword and bow -firing plac'd on either fide 
Thou mourn'ft, while flavcs of life and death decide. 

Spoil'd of thy cap thro' all the bright Levant 
Tell * gave thee his, and well fupply'd the want, 
O ! come my Goddefs, in thy chofen hour. 
And let my better fortune hail thy power; 
Fair friendfiiip calls thee to my green retreat, 
O ! come, with friendihip, fhare the mofTy feat : 
Like thee fhe flies the turbulent and great. 
The craft of bufinefs, and the farce of ftate ; 
To you, propitious powers, at laft I turn. 
To you my vows afcend, my altars burn ; 
Let me of each the pleafing influence fhare. 
My joys now heighten'd, and now iboth'd my care j 
Each ruder paflion banifh'd from my breaft. 
Bid the Ihort remnant of my days be bleft, 

* William Tell was the means of reftoring liberty and 
independence to Switzerland by killing Griller, the tyrant who 
jrove^ned it for the emperor Albert. 
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The WINTER'S WA L K^ 

BY SAMUEL JOHKSON, L. L. D* 



BEHOLD, my fair, where'er we rove. 
What dreary profpedls rbimd us rife> 
The naked hill, the leafiefs grove. 
The hoary ground, the frowning fkies I 

Nor only through the wafted plain. 
Stem Winter, is thy force cbnfefs'd. 

Still wider fpreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy power ufurp my breaft. 

Enlivening hope and fond deiire 
Refign the heart .to fpleen and care, 

Scarce frighted love maintains her fire. 
And rapture faddens to defpair. 

In groundlefs hope and caufelefs fear. 
Unhappy man ! behold thy doom. 

Still changing with the changeful year. 
The flave of Ainfhine and of gloom. 

Tir'd with vain joys, and falfe alarms. 
With mental and corporeal ftrifc. 

Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms. 
And fcreen me from the ills of life* 
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EPITAPH ON CLAUDIUS PHILLIPS. 

BYTHESAME. 

m 

PHILLIPS ! whofe touch harmonious could remove 
The pangs of guiltlefs power or haplcfs love. 
Reft here opprefs'd by poverty no more. 
Here find that calm thou gav'ft fo oft before : 
Reft undifturb'd within this liumble fhrine. 
Till angels wake thee with a note like thine. 

The poor MAN's PRAYER. 

ADDRESSED TO LORD CHATHAM. 

AMIDST the more important toils of ftatc. 
The counfels laboring in thy patriot foul, 
Tho' Europe from thy voice exped her fate. 

And thy keen glance extends from pole to pole : 

O Chatham ! nurs'd in antient virtue's lore. 
To thefe fad ftrains incline a fav'ring car; 

Think on the God whom thoii and I adore, 

Nor turn unpitying from the Foor MaiCs Prajer* 

1-3 *^ 
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All me ! how bleft was once a peafant's life^ 
No lawlels pafiion fweli'd my wVcn br.afi; 

Far from the ftormy waves of civil Rrife, 

Sound were my flumbers, and my heart at refit 

i ne'er for guilty painful pleafurcs rov'd ; 

But taught by nature and by choice to wed. 
From all the hamlet cull'd whom befl 1 lov'd. 

With her I llaid my heart, with her my bed. 

To gild her worth I afk'd no wealthy pov/er. 
My toil could feed her, and my arm defend ; 

in youth or age, in pain or pleafure's hour. 

The fame fond hufband, father, brother, friend« 

And fhe, the faithful partner of my care, 
.When ruddy evening flreak'd the weflern-fky, 

Look'd towards the uplands, if her mate was there^ 
Or thro' the beech-wocd call an anxious eye. 

The careful matfon heap'd the m^^le board 

With favory herbs, and pick'd the nicer part 
From fuch plain food as nature could afford, 
. Ere fimple nature was debauch'd by art : 

IWhile I, contented with my homely chear. 

Saw round my knees my prattling children play ; 
And oft with pleas'd attention fat to hear 
j^ The little hiftory of their idle day. 
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But ah ! how chang'd the fcene ! on the cold ftones. 
Where woht at night to blaze the chearfal &ie^ 

Pale Famine fits, and coiints her naked bones. 
Still iighs for food, ilill pines with vain defire. 

My faithful wife, with evcr-ftreaming eyes. 
Hangs oh my bofom her dejeded head I 

My helpkfi infants raife their feeble cries. 
And froni"dieir father claim their daily bread. 

Dear tender pledges of my honeft love. 
On that bare bed behold your brother lie ; 

Three tedious days with pinching want he flrove. 
The fourth' I faw the helplefs cherub die. 

Nor long ihall ye remain, with vifage four 
Our tyraint lord commands us from our home ; 

And arm'd with cruel law's coercive power 
Bids me and mine o'er barren mountains roam* 



Yet never, Chatham, have I pafs'd a day 
In riot's orgies or in idle eafe ; 

Ne'er have I facrific'd to fport and play. 
Or wiih'd a pampcr'd appetite to pleafe. 



-> .. . 



Hard was my fate, and conflant was my toil; 

Still with the morning's orient light I rofe, 
Fell'd the flout oak, or rais'd the lofty pile, 

Parch'd in the fun, in dark December froze* 



C «e« 1 

h It rfiat Kanire, with, x nigjard handy, 

Vif'ixh^hcids her ^ta nroizL chde ones Ecvoor «£ p£sE»? 
HiW Gcti, in vciigcaiix:^ co i guilty lantiy 

5>e»it deartlL and famiTie ta iier lah^rixxg^ fiiraixis ? 



/rfc, so ; T^a liill, wliere d^y 6weat» nzy 
A thnufand flecks, a rhonfp^nd herda adont; 

Yofi £eld, where late I droire the painfkl ^iUmg^ 
feels all lier acres cmwn'd witk wary 



Bttt what aval!?, tiat c»*cr tKc furrow'd fcil 
In aatuma's heat the yellow hanre&s rife. 

If artificial want elude 1x17 toil, 

Ufltafted plenty wound my craving eyes ? 

What profits if at diftance I behold - 

My wealthy neighbour's fragrant imoke afccAd^ 
If /lill the griping cormorants with-hold 

Thcfrttits which rain and genial feafons lend? 

If thofe fell vipers of the public weal 
Yet unrelenting on our bowels prey; 

If ilill the curfc of penury we feel. 
And in the midft of plenty pin^ away ? 

In every port the vcfTels ride fecure. 

That waft our harveft to a foreign Ihore ; 

While we the pangs of preffing want endure, 
1'he fons of Arangers riot on our ftore. 
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O generous Chatham ! flop thofe fatal fails. 

Once more with outftretch'd arm thy Britons fave t 

Th' unheeding crew but waits for fav'ring gales, 
O ftop them ere they ftcm Italia's wave ! 

From thee alone I hope for inHant aid, 

'Tis thou alone canft fave my children's breat]) ; 
O deem not little of our cruel need, 
, O hz&e to help us, for delay is death ! 

So may nor fpleen nor envy blafl: thy name. 
Nor voice profane thy patriot zGts deride ; 
Still may'fl thou Hand the firft in honeft fame, 
J Unflung by folly, vanity, or pride. 

So may thy languid limbs with ftrength be brac'd. 
And glowing health fupport thy adlive foul ; 

With fair renown thy public virtue grac'd. 
Far as thou bad*ft Britannia's thunder roll. 

Then joy to thee, and to thy children peace. 

The grateful hind fhall drink from Plenty's horn ; 

And while they fhare the cultur'd land's increafe. 
The poor fhall bkfs the day when Pitt was born. 



T* 
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An epitaph. 
written by m». caleb smith upon his wipb. 




IF beau ty's faircfi: form, and each bright charniy 
That with foft love th' cnamour*d foul docs warm; 

If fprightly fancy with found judgment join'd; 
Good nature. Tweet deportment, fenfe refin'd ; 
And what w d higheft prize, — a virtuous mind ; . 
If conduct bhnidefs, and unblemifh'd life,' 
In every ftate of virgin, widow, wife ; 
Amidft a v/orld of follies, llatt'ries, cares, and ftrife 
If niceft honour, fpotlefs purity. 
Firm faith, fair hope, and boundkfs charity; 
Unerring prudence, ftrift regard to truth ; 
And deathlefs fame acquired in bloom of youth ^ 
If thefc', or any grace, had power to fave 
The bell of wives and women from the grave : 
If all* men's wilhes, and the hulband's pray'rj 
The force of drugs, or wife phyfician's care, 
Cou'd refpite righteous heaven's fevere decree^ 
To rend a bleliing from the world and me ; 
Then, rueful Pancras, none had ever read 
Maria's honour'd name among the dead, 

Aug. i9j ^747* «. 
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To AP.OLLO MAKING LOVE. 

FROM MONSIEUR FONTENELLE. 

BY THOMAS TICKELL, Es^. 

I AM, cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd. 
And panting for breath, the coy virgin purfu'd. 
When his wifdom, in manner mod ample, expreft 
The long lift of the graces his godftiip poffcft : 
I'm the god of fweet fcng, and infpirer of lays ; 
Nqf for lays, nor fweet fong, the fair fugitive ftays : 
Fm the god of the harp — ftop, my faired — in vain ; 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again. 
Every plant, every flower, and their virtues I know, 
God of light I'm above, and of phyfic below : 
At the dreadful word phyfic, the nymph fled more faft ; 
At the fatal word phyiic, ftie doubled her hafte. 
Thou fond god of wildom, then alter thy phrafe. 
Bid her view the y^ ung bloom, and thyraviftiing rays. 
Tell her lefs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms. 
And, my life for't, the damfel fliall fly to thy arms. 



The 
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The AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT of his 
JOURNEY TO IRELAND. 

TO Mr. JOHN ELLIS. 
BY THE LATE MOSES MEN DBS, Esq. 



Dear Sir, Dulling July 5, 1744, . 

BY the lyre of Apollo, the locks of the Mufes, 
And the pure lucid llream Aganippe produces. 
My Ellis, I love thee, then pay me in kind. 
Let the thought of a friend never flip from your mind; 
So may fancy and judgment together combine. 
And the bofom be fili'd with an ardor divine ; 
That thy brows may the laurel with juflicc Hill claim. 
And the Temple of liberty mount thee to fame. 

If it e'er can give pleafure to know xny career. 
When proud London I left' with intentions fo queer. 
Accept it in verfe. On the very firll day 
When the queen of warm paffions precedes the fair May, 
When, io cullom prefcribes, and to follow old rules. 
One half of mankind makes the other half fools ; 

From 
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From the town I firft breathed in, I fallyM in hafts 
Thro' Highgatc and Finchley, and Barnet I pafs'd : 
At St. Alban's I din'd with a laughing gay crew. 
Not complete was the fet without Tucker and you* 
Where the* Eighth of our Harries deferted his mate. 
And procur'd a full fentence againft his old Kate, 
Our briik company fupp'd, while our wine gave a fpring» 
And tho* at the Crown, we ne'er thouglit of the King. 
The morrow fucceeding I got from my bed. 
As a ihcet all the roads were with fnows overfpread ; 
But the gods, who will never abandon a poet. 
As oft has been faid, condefcended to fhow it. 
In a coach and fix horfes the florm I defy'd ; 
And, left by my friends, thro' the temped I r:d?. 
Newport-Panhel received me, and gave me a dinner. 
And a bed at Northampton was prefs'd by a finner : 
No' figns of fair weather, the Weft Chcllcr co.icli 
At line the next morning, a welcome approach, 
Prefents frefh CKample ; I travdl'd all day. 
At Crick eat my dinner, at Coventry lay ; 
I tremble whene'er I refleft on the roads 
That lead to thofe dirty worm-eaten abodes. 
Where a f woman rode naked their taxes to clear. 
And a taylor for peeping paid damnably dear ; 
For t two parliaments fam'd, which intail a difgrace. 
And have left their foul manners to poifon the place. 

♦ Dunftible. f Lady Godiva. 

J A parliament was he\d here in the reign ^f Henry IV. 
called Parliammtum Indo^orumf another in Hei^' VI. called 
DiaboUcunt. 
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Next morning the firr, with a face of red hue. 
Had clcar'd up th' expanfc, and array'd It in blue. 
When I left the vile town, 'gainll which ever I'll rail. 
While * Meriden offers no humble regale ; 
But near Mixal Park din'd at houfe of mean fame. 
And at night to the f field of flain carcaffes came ; 
Tho' full old are thy tow'rs, yet receive my juft praiie. 
May the ale be recorded, and live in my lay's : 
Thy Gothic cathedral new homage ftill claims. 
Nor refufe I thy due, tho' repair'd by king James J. 
I forgot to advife you, the Iky being clear, 
'Twas at Coventry firft I afcended my chair. 
But, alas, on the morrow, how difmal the fight ? 
For the day had afium'd all the horrors of night. 
The clouds their gay vifage h^d chang'd to a frowi. 
And in a white mantle cloath'd Litchfield's old town ; 
But at noon all was o*er, when intrepid and bold 
As a train-band commander, or Falllaff of old. 
And proudly defying the wind and the fnow. 
When the danger was pafs'd, I determin'd to go. 
At Stone I repos'd, but at Oufley I din'd. 
When our reck'ning was cheap and the landlord was kind * 
Next morning we fally'd, and Staffordfhire loft ; 
But not ill entertain'd by a Ceftrian hoft. 
On thj banks of the Wever, at Namptwich, renowa'd 
For an excellent brine pit, our dinner we found ; 

* Meriden is famous for ale. 

f CoTfipus Cadaverum was the ancient name for Litchfield# 
-on account of a profecution there in the days of Dioclefian. 
X King James II. 

The 



The .wine was not bad, tho' the ale did dlfpleafe. 

An an undluous defert was ferv'd up of old checfe ; 

But as time will not tarry, our courfe -we refume. 

And* St. George's dragoons take their feats in our room : 

So travelling onwards with pleafure we fee 

Old Caerleon fo famous o'er looking the Dee ; 

Four days there we relied, and blithfome and gay 

Forgot the bad weather we met on the. way ; 

Then old Chefler, farewel, till I fee thee again, 

And can ftroU thro' thy ftreets.f without dreading the raiji| 

May thy river J ilill fwell, better pleas'd with his charge 

Than when Edgar was row'd by eight kings in his barge j 

Be the maidens all virtuous who drink of thy tide^ 

And each virgin in bloom be affianc'd a bride ; 

May the heart and the hand at the altar be join'd. 

And no matron complain that a hufband's unkind ; 

Let their bounty to ftrangers refound in each fong. 

Be § Barnftone their copy, they cannot go wrong. 

O'er the cuts of the river our traft we purfue. 
And old Flint in the profpeft now rifes to view ; 
How ftrange to behold, here our language is fled. 
To converfe with thefe people's to talk to the dead ; 

• General St. George's dragoons were marching up to London, 
and a party of them juft came in when we were leaving it. 

•f- The ftreets of Chefcer have fliops on each fide covered over, 
which if not bcauti&l to the eye, at leaft preferve one from the 
rain. 

X People are nqw employed to make the river Dee navigable 
up to the town. 

§ Robert Barnftone, Efqj who ufed me with the utmoft 
hofpitality. 
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And a Turk or Chinefe is as well underftood 
By thefe Roifters, who boaft of Cadwalladar's blood| 
As an Engliftimaft here, who is certainly undone 
If he thinks to make ufe of the language of London. 
From Flint we depart with our landlord and guide. 
Who fhew'd us that kindnefs which courts never try'd, 
The caftle where * Richard his grandeur laid down. 
And betray'd his own life by furrend'ring the crown: 
Now the f well we furvey, where t a virgin of old 
To all flame but religion's was lifelefs and cold. 
When in vain princely Cradoc had ofFer'd his bed. 
The mercilefs heathen e'en chopp'd off her head : 
Hence the ftones are diftain'd with the colour of blood, 
And each cripple is cur'd who will bathe in the flood, . 
Thus the rankeft abfurdity brain can conceive, 
Superftition impofes, and crowds will believe !* 
Turn from legends and nonfenfe to fee a gay fight. 
Where the § meadows of Clewyn the fenfes delight. 
And excufe that I aim not to point out the place. 
Left my numbers too lowly the landfchape difgrace ; 
At Rhyland we dine, and a caftle we view, 
Whofe founder I'd name if the founder I knew ; 
But our hoft gives the word, and we hurry away. 
Left the length of the journey outrun the Ihort day ; 
Now afcend Penmcnrofe, oh ! beware as you rife. 
What a profpeft of horror, what dreadful furprize ! 

* It was :^t this place that Richard was prevailed upon to 

refign the crown. 

♦J- Holy-well. 

J St. Winifred, patronefs gf W;de8^ 

J The vale of Clewyn, 

Sc9 
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that height more fublime, which no footl):eps e'er tryM, 

;re the ocean roars loudly, how awful his pride ! 

w narrow the path, obferve where you treads 

p ftumble the feet, nor grow dizzy the head ; 

rou flip, not mankind can avert your fad doom, 

h againlt the rough rocks, arid the fea for your tomb ! 

i danger is paft, and now Conway's broad beech, 

igu'd and difmay'd, with great gladnefs we reach ; 

. leaky old boat We were wafted fafe o'er 

o' two drunkards our fteeffmeh) to th' oppofite fliore. 

e the town and the river are both of a name, 

L bba'ft the firft Edward, who rais'd her to fame t 

re a fupper was order'd, which no one could touch, 

s tob little was boil'd, and that roafted too much ; 

his chamber full hungry each pilgrim retreats, 

I forgets his loft nieal 'twixt a pair of Welch fheets. 

dlle hard by I with pleafiire behold> 

ich Kings had long dwelt in, or giants of old ; 

the daw, and each night-bird, now builds up her neft> 

I with clamours and fhrieks the old maiifion infeft. 

waken'd at four, and our hoft left us here, 

Jie worft ways were paft, fo but fmall was our fear ; 

foUow'd our route, and crofs'd Penmenmaur's fide, 

ere the prudent will walk, but the bolder will ride. 

1 above us old rocks feem to threaten a fall, 

[ prefent to fpedators the form of a wall : 

/ Bangor we reach, oh, if e'er thou hadft fame, 

►' lawn fleeves thou beftow'ft, on my life 'tis a fhame ; 

re we crofs o'er an arm of the fea, and caroufe 

the oppoiite fhore at an excellent houfe ; 

M TKxq' 
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Thro' Anglefea's ifland we rattle our chaife^ 
While the goats all in wonder feem on us to gaze ;* 
For be pleas 'd to obferve, and with diligence note^ 
That 'twas here firil in Wales that I met with a goat^ 
G'er roads rough and craggy our journey we ipcd, 
Nor baited again: 'till we reach'd Holyhead^ 

The next day at noon in the Wyndham we fail,- 
And the packet danc'd brifk with a profperous gale^ 
We at ten paft the * Bar ; in the wherry confin'd. 
Which fwims on no water, and fails with no wind. 
Till near two we fat curfing, in vain they may row. 
Not a fnail is fo iluggifh, nor tortoife fo (low. 
Till a boat took us in, and at length fet ns down 
At the quay of St. George in St. Patrick's chief town: 
Thence I wrote to my friend, nor believe what thofc bf 
Or too fond to find fault, or too wantonly gay. 
Who with taunts contumelious this ifland o'erload. 
As with bogs, and with blunders and nonfenfe full ilow'd^ 
For, believe me, they live not unblefs'd with good air, 
And their daughters are beauteous, and fons debonair: 
Here tho* Bacchus too often difplays his red face. 
Yet Minerva he holds in the ilriftefl embrace ; 
Nor the maiden is coy ev'ry charm to refign. 
And the ivy and laurel peep forth from the vine. 

Thus I've told you in verfe the whole progrcfs I toofc 
As true as if fworn in full court on the book. 
Let me know how in London you meafure your time, 
'Twill be welcome in profe, but twice welcome in rhyis^ 

• Dublin Bar. 
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To Mr. S. tucker, 

BY Mr. MENDES. 

rH£ fons of man, .by various paffiohs led. 
The paths of bns'nefs or of plealiire tread ; 
!^he floriil views his dear carnation rife, 
Lnd wonders who can doat on Flavians eyes ; 
*he lover fees, unmov'd> each gaudy ftreak, 
.nd knows no bloom but that on Daphne's cheek : * 
/^hile fome grow pale o'er Newton, Locke, or Boyle, 
[ifs reads romances, and my lady Hoyle ; 
'has inclination binds her fetters ftrong, 
ind, juft as judgment marks, we*re right or wrong. 

Fair are thofe hills where facrcd laurels grow, 
ul'd by the pow'r who draws the golden bow | 
at fee how few attain the dang'rous road, 
bw few are born to feel th' inljpiring god ! 
et all, to reach the arduous fummit try, 
:om foaring Pope to reptile Ogleby. 
mong the reft, your friend attempts to climb. 
It ah, how different poefy and rhyme ! 

The mid^night bard, reciting to his bell, 
''ho breaks our reft, and tolls the mufes knell, 
juft a poet matchlefs and divine, 
s he a Raphael, who, on ale-houfe fign, 
ats his^ bold George in attitude fo quaint, 
hat none can tell the dragon from a faint. 

M 2 '^^^OYv. 



Reckon each fand in wide Newmarket plain. 
Mount yon blue vault, and count the ftarry train ; 
But numbers ne'er can comprehend the throBg' 
Of retail dealers in the art of fong. 
Like fummer flies they blot the folar ray. 
And, like their brother infedts, live a day« 
Am I not Uafted by fome friendlefs ftar^ 
To know my wants, yet wage unequal way ? 
I own I am ; and dabbling thus in rhyme, 
'Tis folly's bell that sings the pleaiing chyme ; 
Bit by the bard's tarantula I fwell. 
Write off the raging fit, and all is welL 

And yet, perhaps, to loie my time this way 
Is better far than fome mif-fpend the day^ 
The fatal dice-box never fill'd my hand. 
By me no orphan weeps his ravifh'd land ; 
What ward can tax me with a deed unjuft ? 
What friend upbraids me with a broken truft ? 
(Some few except, whom pride and folly blaid,r 
I found them chafiV ^nd give them to the wind) 
Like a poor bird, and one of meaneft wing. 
Around my cage I flutter, hop, and fing^ j 
Unlike in this my brethren of the bays, 
I fue for pardon, and they hope for praife ; 
And when for verfe I find my genius warm. 
Like infants fent to fchool, I keep from harm. 
What time the dog-ftar with unbating flames 
Cleaves the parch'd earth, and finks the filver Tham 
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liile the ftirill tenant * of the fun-burnt blade, 
poet he, and iinging all his trade) 
ars his fmall throat, I brave the fultry ray, 
id deep-embower'd, efcape the rage of day, 
irice bleft the man, who, fliielded from the beam, 
igs lays melodious to the facred flream ; 
irice blcfs'd the ftreani, who views his banks of flow'rs, 
own'd with the Mufc's or imperial tow'rs, 
hofc limpid waters as they onwards glide, 
; humble ofiers nod, or threat'ning f(]uadrons ride. 

Health to my friend, and to his partner, peace, 
good long life, and moderate increafe ; 

ly Dulwich garden double treafures fhare, 
id be both Flora and Pomona's care, 
Walton naiads, guard the fav'rite child, 
ivc off each marfh-born fog ; ye zephyrs mild, 
Q the dear innocent ; ye fairies, keep 
ur wonted diflance, nor diflurb his fleep ; 
►r in the cradle, while your tricks you play, 
le changeling drop, and bear our boy away. 
•wever chance may chalk his future fate, 
doom his manhood to be rich or great, 
lot our care ; oh, let the guiding pow'r 
:ide that point, who rules the natal hour ; 
r ihall we feek, for knowledge to enrich, 
» Delphic tripod, or your Norwood witch. 

* The grafshopper. 

M 3 "^Mt 
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Bat Tucker doubts, and " if not rich," he cries, 
" How can the boy reward the good and wile ? 
Give him but gold, and merit ne'er fhall freeze. 
But rife from want to affluence and eafe : 
The Guido's touch fhall warm his throbbing heart, 
The patriot's buft fhall fpeak the fculptor*s art j 
But if from Danae's precious fhow'r debarred. 
The Mufe he may admire/ but ne'er reward." 

All this I grant ; but does it follow then. 
That parts have drawn regard from wealthy men ? 
Did Gay receive the tribute of the great ? 
No, let his tojoib be witnefs of his fate : 
For Milton's days are too long pafl to fbike ; 
The rich of all times ever were alike. 

See him, whofe lines " in a fine frenzy roll,'' 
He comes to tear, to harrow up the foul ; 
Bear me, ye pow'rs, from his bewitching iprite» 
My eye-balls darken at excefs of light ; 
How my heart dances to his magic fbain. 
Beats my quick pulfe, and throbs each burfHng vcint 
From Avon's bank with ev'ry garland crown'd, • 
'Tis his to roufe, to calm, to cure, to wound ; 
To mould the yielding bofom to his will, 
And Shakelpear is inimitable ftill : 
OpprefsM by fortune, all her ills he bore. 
Hear this, ye Mufes, and be vain no more. 



» 
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lor (hair my * Spenfer want his Ihare of praife, 
2 heav'n-fp'rung fillers wove the laureates bays ; 
t what ayail'd his fweet defcriptive pow'r, 
e fairy warrior, or inchanted bow'r ? 
lo' matchlefs Sidney doated on the flrain, 
/*d by the learned f Ihepherd of the main, 
)ferve what meed his lateft labours crown'd, 
phaebe % fmiPd not, and ftern Burleigh frown*d. 
ftill you doubt, confult fome well-known friend; 

Ellis fpeak, to him you oft attend, 
lom truth approves, whom candor calls her qwn, 
Dwn by the God, by all the Mufes known, 
ere tow'r his hills, where ftretch his lengths of vale, 
, where hi& heifers load the fmoaky pail ? 
may this grateful verfe my debt repay, 
lught I know, he fhew'd the arduous way ; 
:hin my bofom fann'd the rifing flame, 
tn'd my young wing, arid bade me try for fame, 
:e then I fcribbl'd, and muft fcribble Hill, 

word was once a fanftion to my will ; 
I I'll perfift till he refume the pen, 
sn ihrink contented, and ne'er rhyme again. 

ct, ere I take my leave, I have to fay. 
It while in ileep my fenfes wafted lay. 

He was rewarded with lands in Ireland, which he loft in 
rebellion of the earl of Defmond. He came over to England 
licit a recovery of them j but having attended long in vain, 
led his days in grief and difappointment. 
Sir Walter Raleigh, J Q^eeiv^\feaJQeL\x. 

M4 "^"w^ 
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T c waking foul, which fports in fkncy's beanif 
Work'd on my drowfy limbs, and form'd a dream; 
Then to my lines a due attention keep. 
For oft when poets dream, their readers fleep. 

On a wide champain, where the furges beat 
Th' extended beach, then fuUenly retreat, 
A difmal cottage rear'd its turfy head. 
O'er which a yew her baleful branches fpread ; 
.The owl profane his dreadful dirges fung. 
The paffing bell the foul night raven rung ; 
No village cur here bay^d the cloudlefs moon. 
No golden funihine chear'd the hai^y noon. 
But ghofts of men by love of gold betray'd. 
In filence glided thro' the dreary ihade. 
There fat pale Grief in melancholy ftatc. 
And brooding Care was trufted with the gate. 
Within, extended on the cheerlefs ground. 
An old man lay in golden fiUet bound ; 
^ough was his beard, and matted was his hair, ^ 
His eyes were fiery red, his fhoulders bare ; 
Down furrow'd cheeks hot tears had worn their way^ 
And his broad fcalp was thinly flrew'd with grey I 
A weighty ingot in his hand he preft. 
Nor feem'd to feel the viper at his breaft. 

Around the caitif, glorious to behold. 
Lay minted coinage, and hiftoric gold * ; 
High fculptur'd urns in bright confuiion ftood| 
And ftreams of filver form'd a precious flood« 

♦ Medals, 



On nails, fufpcnded rows of pearls were fccn, 
f^ot fuch the pendants of th' Egyptian queen. 
Who (joy luxurious fwelling all her foul) 
QuafPd the vaft price of empires in her bowl. 

As feas voracious fwallow up the land. 
As raging flames eternal food demand. 
So this vile wretch, unblefs'd with all his ftore, » 
Repin'd in plenty, and grew lick for more j 
Nor fhall we wonder when his name I tell, 
'Twas Avarice, the eldell born of hell. 

But, hark ! what noife breaks in upon my tale» 
Be hufh'd each found, and whifper ev'ry gale; 
Ye croaking rpoks your noify flight fuipend, 
Guefs'd I not right how all my toil would end ? 
My heavy rhymes have jaded Tucker quite ; 
He yawns — he nods — he fnores. Good night, good night. 

Dn the winter solstice. 

M.D.CC.XL. 

BY Dr. AK ens IDE. 

THE radiant ruler of the year 
At length his wint'ry goal attains. 
Soon to reverfe the long career. 

And northward bend his golden reins. 
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Pronfc on Fotofi's hanghty brow 
His fiery ilrfeams incelTant flow. 

Ripening the filver's ductile flores ; 
WMle, in the cavern's horrid Ihadc, 
The panting Indian hides his head. 

And oft th' approach of eve explores. 

Snt lo, on this deferted coaf! 

How faint the light ! how thick the air ! 
Lo, arm'd with whirlwind, hail and froft. 

Fierce winter defolates the year. 

The fields reiign their chearful bloom : 
' No more the breezes waft perfume ; 

No more thi; warbling waters roll : 
Deferts of fnow £atigue the eye. 
Black florms involve the louring iky. 

And gloomy damps opprefs the foul. 

Now thro' the town promifcuous throngs 

Urge the warm bowl and ruddy fire ; 
Harmonious dances, feilive fongs. 
To charm' the midnight hours confpire. 
While, mute and fiirinking with her fears. 
Each blaft the cottage-matron hears. 
As o'er the hearth ihe fits alone : 

At morn her bridegroom went abroad. 
The night is dark, and deep the road ; 
She fighs, and wifbes him at home. 
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But thou, my lyre,, awake, arife. 
And hail the fun's remoteft ray ; 
Now, now he climbs the northern Ikies, 
To-morrow nearer than to-day. 
Then louder howl the ftormy wafle. 
Be land and ocean worfe defac'd. 
Yet brighter hours are on the wing ; 
And fancy thro* the wintry glooms. 
All freih with dews and opening blooms. 
Already hails th* emerging fpring. 

fountain of the golden day ! 

Could mortal vows but urge thy {peed, 
flow foon before thy vernal ray 

Should each unkindly damp recede ! 
How foon each hovering tempeft fly. 
That now fermenting loads the iky. 

Prompt on our heads to burft amain. 
To rend the foreft from the fteep. 
Or thundering o'er the Baltic deep. 

To whelm the merchant's hopes of gain ! 

But let not man's unequal views 

Prefumc on nature and her laws ; 
*Tis his with grateful joy to ufe 

Th' indulgence of the fovereign caufe ; 
Secure that health and beauty fprings. 
Thro' this majeftic frame of things. 



Beyond 
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Beyond what he can reach to know. 
And that heav*n's all- fubduing will. 
With good, the progeny of ill. 

Attempers every ftate below. 

Hpw pleaiing wears the wint'ry night. 

Spent with the old illuftrious dead ! 
While, by the taper's trembling light, 

I ieem thofe awfril courts to tread 
Where chiefs and legiflators lie, 
Whofe triumphs move before my eye 

With every laurel frefli difplay'd ; 
While charmM I tafte th* Ionian fong. 
Or bend to Plato's god-like tongue 

Refounding thro' the olive fhade. 

But if the gay, well-natur'd friend 

Bids leave the fludious page awhile^ 
Then eafier joys the foul unbend. 
And teach the brow a fofter fmile ; 

Then while the genial glafs is paid 

By each to her, that fairefl maid, 
Whofe radiant eyes his hopes obey. 

What lucky vows his bofom warm ! 

While abfence heightens every charm. 
And love invokes returning May, 

May ! thou delight of heav'n and earth. 
When will thy happy morji arife ? 

When the dear place which gave her birth 
Refiore Lucinda to my eyes ? • 



tVt«. 
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There while fhe walks the wonted grovc^ 

.The feat of mufic and of lovCi 
Bright as the one primseval fair^ 

Thither, ye filver-founding lyres. 

Thither, gay fmiles and young defires^ 
Chafie hope and mutual faith> repair. 

And if believing love can read 

The wonl^d foftnefs in her eye. 
Then fhall my fears, O charming maid I 
And every pain of abfence die ; 

Then oftner to thy name attun'd^ 

And riling to diviner found, 
I'll wake the free Horatian fong 5 

Old Tyne fhall liften to my tale. 

And echo^ down the bordering vale. 
The liquid melody prolong. 

The poet and his PATRON. 

BV Mr. MOORE. 

WHY, Celia, is yeur fprtading waift 
So loofe, fo negligently lac'd ? 
Why muft the wrapping bed-gown hide 
Your, fnowy bofom's fwelling pride ? 
How ill that arefs adorns your heady 
Diiiain'd, and rumpled, from the bed } 
Thofe clouds, that fhade your blooming face» 
A little water might difplace. 
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As Nature, ev'ry morn, beflov^ 
The cryftal dew, to cleanfe the rofe : ; 
Thofe trefles, as the raven black, 
That wav'd in ringlets down your back, 
Uncomb'd, and injur 'd by negled, 
^eftroy the face which once they deckt» 

Whence this forgetfulnefs of drefs > 
Pray, madam, are you married? Yes. 
Nay, then, indeed, the wonder ceafes ; 
No matter, then, how loofe your drefs is ; 
The end is won, your fortune's made $ 
Your iifter, now, may take the trade* 

Alas ! what pity 'tis, to find 
This fault in half the female kind ! 
From hence proceed averfion, ftrife, j 
And all that fours the wedded life. 
Beauty can only point the dart ; 
'Tis neatnefs guides it to the heart ; 
Let neatnefs, then, and beauty flrive 
To keep a wav'ring flame alive. 

'Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep the ^ronqueft, than fubdue i 
Admit us once behind the fcreen. 
What is there farther to be feen ? 
A newer face may raife the flame ; 
But ev'ry woman is the fame. 

Then fludy, chiefly, to improve 
The charm that fix'd your hufband's love ; 
Weigh well his humour". Was it drefs 
That gave your beauty power to blefs ? 
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Parfue it flill ; be neater feen ; 

*Tis .always frugal to be clean ; 

So ihall you keep alive defire. 

And Time's fwift wing fliall fan the fire. 

In garret high (as (lories fay) 
A Poet fung his tuneful lay ; 
So fofty fo fmooth his verfe, you'd fwear 
Apollo and the Mufes there ; 
Thro' all the town his praifes rung. 
His fonnets at the playhoufe fung ; . 
High waving o'er his lab'ring head. 
The goddefs Want her pinions (pread. 
And with poetic fury fir'd 
What Phcebus faintly had infpir'd, 
A noble youth, of tafte and wit, 
Approv'd the fprightly things he writ. 
And fought him in his cobweb dome, 
Difcharg'd his rent, and brought him honve« 
.Behold him at the lately board; 
Who, but the Poet, and my Lord ! 
£ach day, delicioufly he dines. 
And greedy quaffs the gen'rous wines ; 
His fides were plump, his Ikin was fleek ; 
And plenty wanton'd on his cheek ; 
Aftonifh'd at the change fo new. 
Away th' infpiring goddefs flew. 

Now, dropt for politics, and news, 
Neglefted lay the drooping mufe ; 
Unmindful whence his fortune came. 
He ftified the poetic flame ; 
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Hot tale, nor fonnet, for my lady^ 
Lampoon 9 nor epigram, Was ready. 

With juft contempt his patron faw, 
(Reiblv'd his bounty to withdraw) 
And thus, with anger in his look, 
*f he late-repenting fool befpoke. 
Blind to the good that courts thee grown ; 
Whence has the fun of favour fhon6 ? 
Delighted with thy tuneful artj 
Efteem was growing in my heart ; 
But idly thou rejeft'ft the charm 
That gave it birth, and kept it warmi 

Unthinking fools alone defpife . 
The arts that taught them firft to rife* 

The wolf, S H E E P^ and LAMB* 

BY THE SAME. 

DUTY demandsi the parent's voice 
Should fanftify the daughter's choice ; 
In that, is due obedience fhewn ; 
To choofe, belongs to her alone. 

May horror feize his midnight hour^ 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r. 
And claims, by purchafe vile and bafe^ 
The loathing maid for his embrace ; 

Hence 



Xlence virtue fickcns, and tlie breaft, 

"Where Peace had built her downy neil, 

Becomes the troubled feat of -Care, 

^nd pines with angulQi and defpair. 

^ Wolf, rapacious, rough, and bold, 

'Whofe nightly plunders thinn'd the fold, 

Contemplating his ill-fpent life. 

And, cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 

His purpofe known, the favagc race. 

In num'rous crouds, attend the place ; 

For why, a mighty Wolf he was. 

And held dominion in his jaws. 

Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought. 

And, humbly, his alliance ibught ; 

But cold by age, or elfe too nice. 

None found acceptance in his eyes. 

It happened, as, at early dawn. 

He folitary crofs'd the lawn, 

Stray'd from the fold, a fportive lamb 

Skipp'd wanton, by her fleecy dam ; 

When Cupid, foe to man and beall, 

Difcharg'd an arrow at his breaft. 

The tim'rous breed the robber khew. 
And, trembling, o'er the meadow flew ; 
Their nimbleft fpeed the Wolf overtook , 
And, courteous, thus the dam befpoke. 

Stay, fairefl, and fuipend your fear; 
Truft me, no enemy is near : 
Thefe jaws, in flaughter oft imbru'd. 
At length, have known enough of blood ; 

N And 
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And kinder bufinefs brings me now^ 
Vanquifh'd, at beauty's foot to bow. 

You have a daughter Sweet, forgive 

A WolPs addrefs In her I live ; 

Love from her eyes like lightning came^ 
And fet my marrow all on flame ; 
Let your confent confirm my choice^ 
And ratify our nuptial joys. 

Me ample v/ealth and pow'r attend. 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend ^ 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if I the guard am made ? 
At home the ihepherd's cur may fleep. 
While I fecure his matter's fheep. 
Difcourfe like this attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's breaft inflam'd ; 
Now, fearleifs by his fide Ihe walk'd. 
Of Settlements and jointures talk'd ; 
Propos'd, and doubled her demands 
Of flow'ry fields, and turnep-lands. 
The wolf agrees. Her bofom fwells ; 
To mifs her happy fate fhe tells; 
And, of the grand alliance vain. 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 

The loathing lamb with horror hears^ 
And wearies out her dam with pray'rs ; 
But all in vain ; mamma beft knew 
What unexperienced girls ihould do : 
So, to the neighbouring meadow carry'd, 
A formal afs the couple marry'd^ 
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Torn from the tyrant mother's fide. 

The trembler goes, a vidlim-bride, 

Relu6^ant meets the rude embrace. 

And bleats among the howling race. 

With horror oft her eyes behold 

Her murder'd kindred of the fold ; 

Each day a fitter lamb is ferv'd. 

And at the glutton's table carv'd ; 

The crafhing bones he grinds for food. 

And fiakes his third with dreaming blood, 
dove, who the cruel mind detefts. 

And lodges but in gentle breafts. 

Was now no more. Enjoyment paft. 

The favage hunger'd for the feaft ; 

But (as we find in human race, 

A maik conceals the villain's face) 

Jufiice muft authorize the treat ; 
Till then he longM, but durft not eat. 
As forth he walk*d, in queft of prey. 

The hunters met him on the way ; 
JFear wings his flight ; the marfh he fought 1 
The fnuifing dogs are fet at fault. 
His fiomach balk'd, now hunger knaws ; 
Howling, he grinds his empty jaws ; 
• Food muft be had— and lamb is nigh ; 
His maw invokes the fraudful lye. 
Is this (diflembling rage) he cry'd. 
The gentle virtue of a bride ? 
That, leagu'd with man's deftroying race, 
^hc fets her hufband for the chace ? 

N z By 
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By treach'ry prompts the noify hound 
To fcenthis footileps on the ground? 
Thou trait'refs vile ! for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood ! 

So faying, on the lamb he flies ; 
Beneath his jaws the vidlim dies. 

The tears of SCOTLAND. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR M DCC XLVI. 

I. 

MOURN, haplefs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banifhM peace, thy laurels torn ! 
Thy fons, for valour long renown'd. 
Lie flaughter'd on their native ground;. 
Thy hofpitable roofs no more 
Invite the ftranger to the door ; 
In fmoaky ruins funk they lie, 
The monuments of cruelty. 

II. 

The wretched owner fees, afar. 
His all become the prey of war ; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 
Then fmites his bread, and curfes life. 
Thy fwains are famifh'u on the rocks. 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks : 
Thy ravifli'd virgins fhrlck in vain j 
.Thy infants perifli on the plain* 
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III. 

What boots it, then, in ev'ry clime. 
Thro' the wide-fpreading wafte of time. 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praife. 
Still fhone with undiminilh'd blaze ; ' 
Thy tow'ring fpirit now is broke. 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke : 
What foreign arms could never quell. 
By civil rage, and rancour fell. 

IV. 

The rural pipe and merry lay 
No more fhall chear the happy day : 
No focial* fcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night : 
No ftrains, but thofe of forrow, flow. 
And nought be heard but founds of woe. 
While the pale phantoms of the fiain 
Glide nightly o'er the filent plain. 

V. 

Oh baneful caufc, oh fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn I 
The fons againll their fathci s Hood ; 
The parent fhed his children's blood. 
Yet, when ihe rage of battle ceab'd. 
The viftor's foul was not appeas'd : 
The naked and forlorn muil iccl 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring ftcel ! 

N 3 VI. Thp 
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VI. 

The pions mother doom'd to death, 
Forfaken, wanders o'er the heath. 
The bleak wind whiftles round h?r head. 
Her helplefs orphans cry for bread. 
Bereft of fhelter, food, and friend. 
She views the (hades of night defcend. 
And, ftretch'd beneath th' inclement fkies. 
Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies, 

vn. 

Whilfl the warm blood bedews my veins. 
And unimpaired remembrance reigns ; 
Refentment of my country's fate 
Within my filial breaft Ihall beat ; 
And, fpite of her infulting foe. 
My fympathizing verfe fliall flow, 
'* Mourn, haplefs Caledonia, mourn 
" Thy banifh'd peace, thy laurels torn I** 
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CJESAR's DREAM, 

, BEFORE HIS INVASION OF BRITAIN. 
BY Mr, LANGHORNE. 

WHEN rough Helvetia's hardy fons obey. 
And vanquifh'd Belgia bows to Cajfar's fway ; 
When, fcarce-beheld, embattled nations fall, 
.The fierce Sicambrian, and the faithlefs Gaul; 
Tir'd Freedom leads her favage fons no more. 
But flies, fubdu'd, to Albion's utmoft Ihore, 

*Twas then, while ftillnefs grafp'd the fleeping air. 
And dewy ilumbers feal'd the eye of care ; 
Divine Ambition to her votary came : 
Her left hand waving, bore the trump of fame ; 
Her right a regal fceptcr feem'd to hold. 
With gems far- blazing from the burniih'd gold. 
And thus, " My Son," the Queen of Glory faid; 
** Immortal Caefar, raife thy languid head. 
•* Shall Night's dull chains the man of counfels bind ? 
** Or Morpheus rule the monarch of mankind? 
** See worlds unvahquifh'd yet await thy fword ! 
*^ Barbaric lands, chat koru a Latian lord ! 
•* See yon proud iile, whofc mountains meet the iky, 
** Thy foes encourage, and \ liy power defy ! 

N4 ' **^V5X» 
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" What, tho* by Nature's firmeft bars fecur'J, 

'* By fcas encircled, and with rocks imniur'd, 

** Shall Caelar (lirink the greatell toils to brave, 

'* Scale the high rock, or bea^ the maddening wave ?*' 

• 

She fpokei — her words the warrior's breaft inflame 
With rage indignant, and with confcious Ihame ; 
Already beat, the fwelling floods give way. 
And the fell genii of the rocks obey. 
Already Ihouts of triumph rend the'fkies. 
And the thin rear of barbarous nations flies. 

Quick round their chief his aftive legions fland. 
Dwell on his eye, and wait the waving hand. 
The Kero rofe, majeftically flow, 
And look'd attention to the crowds below. 



* Romans and Friends ! is there who feeks for reft. 

By labours vanquifii'd, and with wounds oppreft ; 

That refpite Cajfar fliall with plealure yield. 

Due to the toils of many a well-fought field. 

Is there who fhrinks at thought of dangers pall. 

The ragged iv.ountain, or the pathlefs wafte — 

While favage hoils, or favage floods oppofe. 

Or fliiveriiig fancy pines in /^Ipine fnows .^ 

Let him retire tv. L tium's pe^iceful fhore ; 

He once has tcil'd, ^nd waiTar arks no more. 

Is theic a K"r'ir, whoie unijiaken bieafl 

No pains have conquer'd, and no fears deprefl ? 

' Wlo, 
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« Who, doom'd thro' death's dread miniflers to go, 

* Dares to. chaftife the infults of a foe ; 

* Let him, his country's glory and her ftay, 

* With reverence hear her, and with pride obey. 

* A form divine, in heavenly fplendor bright, 

* Whofe look threw radiance round the pall of night, 

* With calm feverity appro ach'd and faid, 

** Wake thy dull ear, and lift thy languid head. 

** What i ihall a Roman fmk in foft repofe, 

** And tamely fee the Britons aid his foes i 

** See them fecure the rebel G^ul fupply ; 

** Spurn his vain eagles, and his power defy ? 

** Go I burft their barriers, obftinately brave ; 

** Scale the wild rock, and beat the maddening waveJ 

Here paus'd the chief, but waited no reply. 
The voice aflenting fpoke from every eye ; 
Nor, as, the kindnefs that reproach'd with fear. 
Were dangers dreadful, or were toils fevere. 






The 
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The eagle and ROBIN RED BREAST. 



A FABLE*. 



T 



BY Mr. ARCHIBALD SCOTT. 



HE prince of all the feather'd kind. 
That with fprca.d wings outflies the wind. 



And tow'rs far out of human iight 
To view flie fhinina: orb of lieht : 
This Royal Bird, tho' brave and great. 
And armed Ilrong for flern debate. 
No tyrant is, but condefcends 
Oft-times to treat inferior friends. 



One day at his command did flock 
To his high palace on a rock. 
The courtiers of ilk various fize 
That fwiftly fwim in chryflal ikies ; 
Thither the valiant tarfels doup. 
And here rapacious corbies croup. 



• Written before the year 1600. 

4 With 
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With greedy gleads, and fly gormahsy 
And dimfon pyes, and chattering dawes ; 
Proud peacocks, and a hundred mae, 
Brufh'd up their pens that folemn day, 
Bow'd firft fubmiflive to my lord. 
Then took their places at his board. 

Mean time while feafling on a fawn. 
And drinking blood from lamies drawn, 
A tuneful robin trig and young, 
Hard-by upon a burr-tree fung. 
He fang the eagle's royal line. 
His piercing eye, and right divine 
To fway out-owre the feather'd'thrang. 
Who dread his martial bill and fang : 
His flight fublime, and eil renew'd. 
His mind with clemency endu'd ; 
In fbfter notes he fang his love. 
More high, his bearing bolts for Jove. 

The monarch bird with blithnefs heard 
The chanting little iilvan bard, 
Call'd up a buzzard, who wa!i5 then 
His favourite and chamberlain. 
Swith to my treafury, quoth he. 
And to yon canty Robin gie 
As muckle of our current gear 
As may maintain him thro' the year ; 
We can well fpar't, and it's his due : 
He bade, and forth the Judas flew. 
Strait to the branch where Robin fiing, 
* ^ ^'t}i 2. wicked lying tongue. 
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• [ 204 ] 

Said, ah ! ye iing fo dull and rough, 
YeVe deaPd our lugs more than enough. 
His Majefty has a nice ear, 
And no more of your Huff can bear; 
Poke up your pipes, be no more feen 
At court, I wain you as a frien. 

He fpakc, while Robin's fvvelling breaft 
And drooping wings his grief e>fprefl; 
The tears ran hrppi'i g down his cheek. 
Great grew his heart, he could not fpeak ; 
No for the tinfel of reward. 
But that hi:^ notes met no regard : 
Strait to the ihaw he fpread his wing, 
Refolv'd again no more to {xng. 
Where princely bounty is fuppreft 
Ly fuch with whom They are oppreft ; 
Who cannot bear (becaufe they want it) 
That ought Ihould be to merit granted. 

r 

The nun. 
AN ELEGY. 

WITH each perfection dawning on her mind. 
All beauty's treafure opening on her cheek, 
Each flatt'ring hope fubdu'd, each wifh refign'd, . 
Does gay Ophelia this lone manfion A;ek. 
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-Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forfake 
• The paths thy birth and fortune drew with flow'rs ? 
Through nature's kind endearing ties to break. 
And walle in cloyiler'd walls thy penfive hours ? 

Let fober thought reftrain tliine erring zeal. 
That guides thy footfteps to the vellal gate. 

Left thy foft heart (this friendlhip bids reveal) 
Like mine unbleft ihou'd mourn like mine too late* 

Does fome angelic lonely-whifp'ring voice. 
Some facred impulfe, or fome dream divine. 

Approve the didiates of thy early choice ? 

Approach with conlid'ence the awful Ihrine. 

There kneeling at yon altar's marble bafe 

(While ftreams of rapture from thine eye-lid Heal, 

And fmiling heav'n ilhimes thy foul with grace) 
Pronounce the vow, thou never can'H repeal. 

Yet if mifled by falfe-entitled friends. 

Who fay — " That peace with all her comely train, 
** From ftarry regions to this clime defcends, 

** Smooths ev'ry frown, and foftens ev*ry pain: 

** That veftals tread contentment's flow'ry lavva. 
Approved of innocence, by health careft : 
That rob'd in colours bright, by fancy drawn, 
CelelUal hope fits fmiling at their breafl; ;" 






Sufpcct 
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Suipeft their fyren fong and artful ftyle. 

Their pleafing founds fome treatch'rous thought conceal! 
Full oft does pride with fainted voice beguile. 

And fordid int'reft wear the mafk of zeal. 

A tyrant abbefs here perchance may reign. 
Who, fond of pow'r, aiFefts the imperial nod. 

Looks down difdainful on her female train. 
And rules the cloyfter with an iron rod. 

Refle6tion iickens at the life-long tic, 

Baok-glancing mem'ry a6ls her bufy part. 

Its charms the world unfolds to fancy's eye. 
And iheds allurement on the wifhful heart* 

Lo ! Difcord enters at the fecred porch. 

Rage in her frown, and terror on her creft : 

Ev'n at the hallow'd lamps Ihe lights her torch. 
And holds it flaming to each virgin breaft. 

But fince the legends of monaftic blifs 

By fraud are fabled, and by youth believ'd, 

Unbought experience learn from «iy diftrefs, 
O I mark my lot, and be no more deceived. 

Three luftres fcarce with hafty wing were fled> 
When I was torn from ev'ry weeping friend, 

A thoughtlefs vidim to the temple led. 
And (bluih, ye parents !) by a father's hand« 



Yd 
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Yet then what folemn fcenes deceiv'd my choke ! 

The pealing organ's animating founds 
The choral virgins' captivating voice. 

The blazing altar, and the priefls around ! 

The train of youths arrayed in purefl white. 
Who fcatter'd .myrtles as I pafs'd along : 

The thoufand lamps that pour'd a flood of light/ 
The kifs of peace from all the veftal throng ; 

The golden cenfers tofs'd with graceful hand, 
Whofe fragrant breath Arabian odor fhed ; 

Of mcek-ey'd novices the circling band. 

With blooming chaplets wove around their' head. 

-^My willing foul was caught in rapture's flamcr. 
While facred ardor glow'd in ev'ry vein : 

Methought applauding angels fung my name. 
And heaven's unfullied glories gilt the fane. 

This temporary tranfport foon expir'd. 

My drooping heart confefs'd a dreadful void j 

-E'er fince, alas ! abandon'd, uninfpir'd, 
I tread this dome to mifery allied. 

No wakening joy informs my fullen breaft. 
Thro' opening ikies no radiant feraph fmiles,- 

No faint defcends to foothe my foul to reft. 
No dream of blifs the dreary night beguiles. 



Her* 
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Here haggard difcontent flill haunts my view ; 

The fombrc genius reigns in ev'ry place. 
Arrays each virtue in the darkeft hue. 

Chills ev'ry prayer, and cancels ev^ry grace. 

I met her ever in the chearlefs cell. 

The gloomy grotto and unfocial wood ; 

I hear her ever in the midnight bell. 

The hollow gale, and hoarfe refounding flood. 

This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow, 
(The fad remembrance time fliall ne'er erafe) 

When having feal'd th' irrevocable vow, 
I hailen'd to receive her laft embrace. 

Full-well ftie then prefag'd my wretched fate, 
Th' unhappy moments of each future day : 

When lock'd within this terror- Ihedding grate. 
My joy-deferted foul would pine away. 

Yet ne'er did her maternal voice unfold 
This cloyfter'd fcene in all its horror dreft ; 

Nor did ftie then my trembling fleps with-hold 
When here I enter'd reludlant gueft. 

Ah ! could flie view her only child betray'd. 
And let fubmiflion o'er her love prevail ? 

Th' unfeeling pricfl why did flie not upbraid ? 
Forbid the vow, and rend the hov'ring veil ? 



Alas! 
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Alas ! flic might not — her relentlefs lord 
Had feal'd her lips, and chid her flreaming tearj 

So angoiih in her breaft concealed its hoards 
And all the mother funk in dumb defpair* 

But thou, who own'fl a father's facred name. 
What ad impeird thee to this ruthlefs deed f 

What crime had forfeited my filial claim ? 
And giv'n (O blafting thought !) thy heart to bleed h 

tf then thine injur'd child deferve thy care, 
O hafte and bear her from this lonefome gloomif 

In vain— no words can foothe his rigid ear ; 
And Gallia'3 laws have rivetted my doom. 

Yc cloifter^d 6dr-— ye cenfure-breathing faints, 
Supprefs your taunts, and learn at length to iparr/j 

Tho' mid thefe holy walls I vent my plaints. 
And give to forrow what is due to pray'r* 

I fled not to this manfion's deep receis 

To veil the bluihes of a guilty fliame# 
Thf tenor of an ill-fpent life redrefs. 

And ihatch from infamy a finking name« 

¥ct let me to my fete fubmiffive bow ; 

From fatal fymptoms, if I right conceive 
This ftreain> Ophelia, has not long to flow. 

This voice to murmur^ and this breaft to heave. 



Ah I 



Ah f wlben extended on th' untimely bier 
T6 yonder vault this form Ihall be convey *d^ 

Thou'lt not refufe to flied one grateful tear. 
And breathe the requiem to my fleeting Ihadc* 



• I 



With pious footflep join the fable train. 
As t]^ro' the lengdiening iile they take their way^^ 

A glimmering, taper let thy hand fuftain. 
Thy ibothing voice attune the funeral lay : 

Sehold'theminii!er wbo lately gave 

The facred veil, in garb of mournful h'ue, 

(More friendly office) bending o'er my grave. 
And fprinkling my remains with hallow'd dew* 

As &'er the corfe he ftrews the rattling duft. 
The Iterneft heart will raife cpmpaffion's iigh : 

Ev'n then, no longer to his child unjuft. 
The tears may trickle from a father's eye* 



ii. 



The rookery, 

OTHOU who dwell 'ft upon the bcrtJgh, 
Whofe tree does wave its verda,nt brow. 
And fprcading Ihades the diftant brook, 
Accept thefe lines, dear fifer rook ; 
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And when thou^ft read my mournful lajr. 

Extend thy wing and fly away. 

Left pinion-maim'd by fiery Ihot, 

Thou fhould'ft like me bewail thy lot; 

Left in thy rook'ry be renew'd 

The tragic-fcene which here I view'd. 

The day declined, the evening breeze ^ 

Gently rock'd the filent trees. 
While fpreading o'er my peopled neft, 
I hufh'd my callow young to reft : 
When fuddenly an hoftile found, 
Exploiion dire ! was heard around : 
And levelM by the hand of fate. 
The angry bullets pierc'd my mate ; 
I faw him fall from ipray to fpray. 
Till on the idiftant ground he lay : 
With tortur'd wing he beat the plain. 
And never caw'd to me again. 
Many a neighbour, many a friend, 
Deform'd with wounds, invok'd their end : 
All fcreaming omen'd notes of woe, 
'Gainft man our. unrelenting foe: 
Thefe eyes beheld my pretty brood. 
Fluttering in their guiltlefs blood : - 
While trembling on the fhatter'd tree. 
At length the gun invaded me ; 
But wayward fate, feverely kind, 
Refus'd the deafh I wifh'd to find : 
O ! farewel pleafure ; peace, farewel. 
And with the gory raven dwell. 



Was It for this I (hun'd retreat,. 
And fix'd near man my fecial feat I 
For this deftroy'd the Jnfeft train 
That cat unfeen the ia&nt grain ! 
For this, with many an honeft note 
Ifluing from my artlefs throat,. 
I chear'd my lady, lift'ning near* 
Working in her elbow chair ! 



A RECEIPT HOW TO make L'EAU DE VIE 

BY THE LATE M». CHARLES KING. 
WRITTEN AT THE DESIRE OF A LADY. 



GROWN old, and grown ftapid, ypu juft think me fit 
To tranfcribe from my grandmother's book a receipt^. 
And a comfort it is to a wight in difbrefs,. 
He's of fome little ufc:— but he can't be of lefs*. 
Were greater his talents— you might ever command 
His head, — (" that's worth nought") — then,, his hearts 

and his hand. 
So your mandate obeying he fends you, . d'ye fee^ r 
The genuine receipt to make L'eaude la. vie. 



Take 
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Take fewn large lemons, and pare them as thin 
As a wafer, or, what is yet thinner, your (kin ; JjSH 

A quart of French brand/, or rum is ftill better ; 
(For you ne'er in receipts fhould flick clofe to the letter :) 
Six ounces -of Aigar next take, and pray mind. 
The fugar mull be the befl double-refinM ; 
Boil the fugar in near half a pint of faring water, 
In the neat filver iauce-pan you bought for your daughtcrj 
But be fure that the fyrup you carefully ikim. 
While the fcum, as 'tis call'd, rifts up to the brim ; 
The fourth part of a pint you next mud allow 
Of. new milk, made as wann as it comes from the cow. 
Put the rinds of the lemons, the milk, and the fyrup. 
With the rum in a jar, and give 'em a flir up ; 
And, if you approve it, you may add fome perfvmcj 
Goar-ftone, or whatever you like in its room. 

Let it Hand thus three days^ — but remember to fhake it ; 
And the dofer you flop it, the richer you make it : 
Then £lter'd thro' paper, 'twill fparkle and rife. 
Be as foft as your lips, and as bright as your eyes. 
Lafl, bottle it up ; and believe me the vicar 
Of E— himfelf ne'er drank better liquor : 
In a word, it excels, by a million of odds. 

The neftar your fifler prefents to the Gods, 
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DAY: A PASTORAL. 

' Carpe diem. Hot.* 

BY Mr. CUNNINGHAM. 

MORNING, 

I. 

IN the barn the tenant cock, 
Clofe to partlet perch'd on high, 
Brilkly crows (the fhepherd's clock !) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. 

n. 

Swiftly from the mountain's brow. 

Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire : 
And the peeping fun-beam, now. 

Paints with gold'the village fpire, 

m. 

Philomel forfakcs the thorn. 

Plaintive where fhe prates at night; 
And the lark, to meet the morn. 
Soars beyond the ihepherd*s fight. 

IV. 

From the low-rooPd cottage ridge. 

See the chatt'ring fwallow fpring ; 
Parting through the one-arch'd bridge. 

Quick ihe dips her dappled wiog« 



V. 

ine-tree's waving top 
Greets the morning gale : ' 
low, begin to crop 
>n the dewy dale. - 

« . 

VI. 

)almy fweets, uncloy'd, 
till her tafe be done) * 

lufy bee's employed 
dew before the fun. 

vn. 

through the crevic'd rock, 
he limpid flream diilils, 
sjfhment waits the flock 
is fun-drove from the hills. 

vin. 

• the promised com 
J harveft hopes are ripe) 
^whilA the huntfman's horn, 
banding, drown his pipe. 

IX. 

) fwect, warbling throng, 
white embloflbm'd fpray, 
iniverfal fong 
to the rifing day. 



0+ NOON, 
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X. 

FERVID on the glitt'xing flood. 
Now the nooniide radiancy glows ; 
' DroopiQg o'er its infant bud. 
Not a dewrdrop's left the rofe, 

XL 

By the brook the fhepherd fline^, 
From the fierce meridian heat 

Sheltered by the branching pines. 
Pendant o'er his graiTy feat. 

XII, 

Now the flock forfakes the glade. 
Where unchecked the fun-beams fall % 

^ure to find ^ pleafing fliade 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 

xin- 

Echo in her airy round, 

O'er the river, rock, and hill, 

pannot catch a fmgle found, 
.S^ve \3\z clack of yonder loill. 



^ksn;.^ 



Ciattle court the zephyrs bland, . 

Where the ftreamlet wanders cool ; 
Or with languid iilence ftand 

Midway in the marihy poo}. 

XV. 

But from mountain^ dell, or ftream. 
Not a fluttering zephyr iprings ; 

Fearful left the noon-tide beam 
Scorch its foft^ its filken wings. 

XVI. 

Not a leaf has leave to ftir. 

Nature's lull'd — ferene — and ftill * 

Quiet e'en the fliepherd's cur. 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 

XVII. 

X^anguid is the landfcape round. 
Till the frefh defcending fhower^ 

Grateful to the thirfly ground* 
Raifes ev'ry fainting flower. 

XVIII. 

IMow the hill — the hedge — is green. 
Now the warbler's throats in tune ; 

Blithfome is the verdant fcene, 
Brightcn'd by the beams of Noon. 



'^.^^^Bsc- 
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XIX. 



O'ER the heath the heifer ftrays 
Free ; — (the furrow'd talk is done) 
Now the village windows blaKe, 
Burniih'd by the fetting fun* 

Now he fets behind the hill. 

Sinking from a golden fky ; 
Can the pencil's mimic fkill 

Copy the refulgent dye ? 

XXL 

Trudging as the plowmen go, 
(To the fmoaking hamlet bound) 

Giant-like their fhadows grow, 
Lengthened o'er the level ground. 

XXII. 

Where the rifing forefl fpreads. 

Shelter for the lordly dome ; 
To their high-built .airy beds. 

See the rooks returning hoxae : 



xxin. As 
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xxra. 

As the lark with vary'd tune 
Carols to the evening loud ; 

Mark the mild refplendent moon. 
Breaking through a parted cloud ! 

XXIV. 

Now the hermit howlet peeps 

From the barn, or twilled brake ; 

And the blue mift ilowly creeps. 
Curling on the filver lake. 

XXV. 

As the trout in fpeckled pride. 
Playful from its bofom fprings ; 

To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in fucceffive rings. 

XXVI. 

Tripping through the iilken grafs. 
O'er the path-divided dale, 

Mark the rofc-compiexion'd lafs 
With her well-pois'd milken paiL 

XXV U, 

Linnets with unnumberM notec. 
And t]ic cuckow bi^d with iw.-% 

Tuning fweet thei- mellcw thj-.oAt^, 
Bid the fetting fun adieu. 
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C O ^ N T E N T : 

A PASTORAL. 
BY THE SAME. 



o 



I. 

'E R moorlands and mountains, rude, barren^ 
and bare. 
As wilder'd and weary'd I roam, 
A gentle young fhephcrdeis k^s my defpair. 
And leads me— o'er lawns— to her home. 

Yellow iheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had crownM, 

Green rulhes were flrew'd on her floor. 
Her cafement fweet woodbines crept wantonly round. 

And decked the fod feats at her door. 



• • 



II. 

We fat ourfelves down to a cooling repaft : 

Frefh fruits ; and fhe cull'd me the beft : 
While thrown from my guard by fome glances fhe caft. 

Love flily dole into my breail. 

I told my foft wilhes ; fhe fweetly reply'd 

Ye virgins, her voice was divine !) 
I've rich ones rejefted, and great ones denyM, 

But take me, fond fhepherd — I'm thine. 

9 \SSl.>&» 
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UL. 

Her air was fo modell, her aipedb fo meek ; 

So iimple, yet fweet, were her charms ; 
I kifs'd the ripe rofes that glow'd on her cheek. 

And lock'd the lov'd maki in my arms* 

Now jpcund together we tend a few flieep. 
And if» by yon prattler, the flream, 

Reclin'd on her &oibm> I fink into ileep» 
Her image Hill foftens my dream. 

Together we range o'er the flow riimg hsRsp 

Delighted with paftoral views. 
Or reft on the rock whence the ilreamlet difHls, 

And point out new themes for my mufe. 

To pomp or proud titles fhe ne'er did aiplre^ 

The damfel's of humble defcent ; 
The cottager, Peace, is well known for her firCi^ 

Aad fliepherds have nam'd her Content. 
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C O R Y D O N : 

A PASTORAL. 
To the Memojy of William SfiB9STOHS» Ei^; 

BY THE SAME, 

I. 

COME, fhcpherds, we'll follow the hearfc. 
We'll fee our lov'd Corydon laid, 
Tho' forrow jtiay.blemiih the verfe. 
Yet let a fad tribute be paid. 



t ■ 



They calFd him the pride of. the plain ; 

In footh he was gentle and kind ! 
He mark'd on- his elegant drain 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 

' m 

On purpofc he planted yon trees. 

That birds in the covert might dwell ; 

He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 
But never wou'd rifle their cell. 

Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet. 
Go bleat— and your matter bemoan ; 

His muiic ^as artlefs and fweet. 
His manner) as mild as your own. 



^.^% 
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m. 

No verdure fhall cover the vale. 
No bloom on the bloflbms appear j 

The fwects of the forc'ft ihall fail,' 
And winter difcolour the year. 

No birds in our hedges fhall fing, 

(Our hedges fo vocal before) 
^ince he that fhould welcome the fpringi 

Can greet the gay feafon no more* 

IV. 

His Phillis was fond of his praife. 
And poets came round in a throng ; 

They liften'd,— — they envy'd hia lays. 
But which of them equal'd his fong ? 

* 

Ye Ihepherds, henceforward be mute. 

For loft is the paftoral ftrain ; 
•So give me my Corydon's flute. 

And thus— —let me break it in twainf 

M E L O D Y. 



. f 



BY THE SAME, 

I. 

]r IGHTSOME, as convey 'd by fparrows, 
iigui Love and beauty crofs'd the plains^ 
r w^iftis of little pointed arrows 
LoY« diipatch'd among the fwaiHS; 



C *a4 ] 

Bat Co much our fhepherds dread him^ 
(Spoiler of their peace profound] 

Swift as fcudding fawns they fled him 
Frightened, tho' they felt no wound. 

n. 

^Now the wanton God grown flier. 
And for each fond mifchief ripe» 

Comes difguis'd in Pan's attire. 
Tuning fweet an oaten pipe. 

Echo, by the winding river. 
Doubles his deluding flrains ; 

While the boy conceals his quiver 
From the flow returning fwains. 

HI, 
As Palemon, unfufpeding, 

Prais'd the fly mufician's art ; 
Love, his light difguife rejeding, 

Lodg'd an arrow in his heart* 

Cupid will enforce your duty. 

Shepherds, and would have you taught^ 
Thofe that timid fly from beauty 

May by Milo dy be caught. 



-"J* 
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The house of SUPERSTITION. 

A V I S I O N. 

BY Mr. DENTOl^i 

I. 

WHEN ileep's all-fbothing hand with fetters foft 
Ties down each fenfe, and lulls to balmy reftj 
The internal pow'r, creative fancy, oft 
Broods o*er her treafures in the formfiil bre^ft. 

Thus when no longer daily cares engage. 
The bufy mind purfues the darling theme ; 
Hence angels whifper'd to the flumb'ring fage^ 

And gods of old infpir'd the hero's dream; 
Hence as I flept, thefe images arofe 
To fancy's eye, and join'd this fairy fcene compofe* 

II. 

As, when fair morning tries her ptfarly tears,' 

Th* mountain lifts o'er mifts its lofty head ; 
*rhus new to fight a Gothic dome appears 

With *he grey ruft of rolling years o'erfpfead. 
Here Superftition holds her dreary reign. 

And her lip-labour'd orifons fhe plies 
In tongue unknown, when morn bedews the plain> 

Ox ev'ning Hurts with gold the weftern ikies ; 

P To 
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To the dumb ftock flie bends, or fcuptur'd wall. 
And many 4 crofs (he makes* 9Q<i many a bead lets falls. 

III. 

Kear to the dome a magic pair reiide. 

Prompt to deceive, and pradis'd to confound ; 
Here hoodwinkt Ignorance is feen to bide. 

Stretching in darkfome cave along the ground. 
No objed e'er awakes his ftupid eyes^ 

Nor voice articulate arrells his ears. 
Save v^hen l^neath the moon pale fp^dtres rif^ 

And haunt his foul with viiionary fears ; 
Or when hoarfe winds incavern'd murmur round, 
And babbling echo wakes> smd iterates the found. 

IV. 

Where boughs entwining form an artful (hade,. 

And in faint glimm*rings juil admit the light. 
There Error fits in borrowed white array 'd, 

And in Truth's form deceives the tjcaafient fight. 
A thoufand glories wait her op'ning day. 

Here beaming luflre when fair Truth imparts ; 
Thus Error would pour forth a fpurious ray. 

And cheat th' unpradlis'd mind with mimic arts;. 
She cleaves with magic wand the liquid lkies> 
Bids airy forms appear, and feezes fa^talUe rife. 

V. 

A porter deaf, decrepid, old, and fejind * 
Sits at the gate, and lifts a lib'ral bowl 

Widi 



With wine of wohd'rous pow'r to lull th6 mind. 
And check each vig'rous effort of the foul ; 

Whoe'er un wares (hall ply his thirfty lip. 

And drink in gulps the lufcious liquor down. 

Shall haplefs from the cup delufion fip. 
And obje£h fee in features not their own j 

Each way-worn traveller that hither came. 

He lav'd with copious draughts, and Prejudice his name. 

VI. 

Within a various race are fecn to wonne. 

Props of her age, and pillars of her Jft^te, 
Which erft were nurtured by the withered c)rone> 

And born to Tyranny, her grifly mate : 
*rhe firft appeared in pomp of purple pride. 

With triple crown ere6l, and throned high ; 
Two golden keys hang dangling by his fide 

To lock gr ope the portals of the fky; 

t 

Crouching and proilrate there (ah ! fight untneet \) 
The crowned head would bow> and lick his dufly feet* 

vn. 

With bended arto he on a book redin'd 

Fafl lock'd with iron dafps from vulgar eyes ^ 
Heav'n's gracious gift to light the wand'ring mind. 

To lift falPn man, and guide him to the fkies ! 
A man no more, a god he would be thought. 

And 'mazed mortals blindly mufl obey. 
With flight of hand he lying wonderis wrought, » 

And near him Ipathfome heaps of rcliques lay« 

P 2 StC^tSJ^ 
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Strange Ic^nds would he read, and figments dire 
Of Limbus* prifon'd (hades, and purgatory fire. 

VIII. 

There meagre Penance fat, in fackclotk clad. 

And to his breaft clofe hugg'd the viper, fin, - 
Yet oft with brandifti'd whip would gaul, as mad. 

With voluntary ftripes his fhrivel'd fkin. 
Counting large heaps of o'er abounding good 

Of faints that dy'd within the church's pale. 
With gentler afpeft there indulgence flood. 

And to the needy culprit would retail ; 
There too, ftrange merchandize ! he pardons fold, 
And treafon would abfolve, and murder purge \\ith gold. 

IX. 

With fliaven crown in a fequefter'd cell 

A lazy lubbard there was feen to lay ; 
No work had he, fave fome few beads to tell, 

,And indolently fnore the hours away. 
The namelefs joys that blefs the nuptial bed. 

The myftic rites of Hymen's hallow'd tye 
Impure he deems, and from them ftarts with dread. 

As crimes of fouleft ftain the deepeft dye : 
No focial hopes hath he, no focial fears. 
But fpends in lethargy devout the ling'ring years. 

X. • 

Gnalhing his teeth in inood of furious ire 
Fierce Perfecution fat, and with ftrcng breath 

^„ Wakes 
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Wakes into living flame large heaps of fire, 
And feails on marders, maffacreiSy and death. 

Near him was plac'i Procruftes' iron bed 
To ftretch or mangle to a certain iize ; 

To fee their writhing pains each heart mlift bleed^ '''* 

To hear their doleful fhrieks and piercing cries; . 

Yet he be\olds them, with unmoiftened eye. 

Their, writhing pains his fporty their moans^ his melody. 

XI. . , . \ 

A gradual light difFufing o'er the glooinj^ _" • ' 

And flow approaching with majeflic pace« ,; • ^ 

A lovely maid appears, in beautyV bloom, . .' • 

With native charms and unafFe^ed grace : -^ 

Her hand a clear refledting mirrour fliows, 
, In which all objedls their- true features wear«. . , t- 
And on her check a blufti indignant glows •' ^ 

To fee the horrid forc'ries praftis'd there; . c j 

She fnatch'd the volume from the tyrant's rage, 
Unlock'd its if on clafps, and op'd the heav'nly page*. ,^. 

XII. 

** My name is Truth, and you, each holy feer. 
That all my fteps with ardent gaze purfue. 
Unveil, flie faid, th^fecred mytt'ries here, 
** Give the celeftial boon to publick view, 
Tho' blatant Obloquy with' lep'rous mouth 
** Shall blot your fame, and blaft the geherous deed» 
Yet in revolving years fome lib'ral youth 
** Shall crown your virtuous adt with glory's meed, 

P 3 ^^ X^^^ 
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** Yeur names adorn'd in • Gilpin's poliihM page, 
^* With each hiftoric grape, fhall ihine thro' ev'iy age« 

xin. 

<* With furious hate tho' fierce relcntlefs pow'r 

** Exert of torment all her horrid fkill ; 
<* Tho* yoi^r lives meet too foon the fatal hour, 

. *' Scorchilig in flames, or writhing on the wheel | 
•* Yet when thef dragon in the deep abyfs 

** Shall lie, fail bound in adamantine chain, 
** Ye with the Lamb fhall rife to ccafelefs blifs, 

*' Firft-fruits of death, and partners of his reign ; 
** Then fhall repay the momentary tear, 
** The great fabbatic reft, the millenary year." 

♦ The Rcvirend Mr. WrlUam Cilpifl, author of the lives of 
Bernard Gilpin, and Biiliop. Latioiery and of the lives of WicUfF^ aad* 
the principal of hi« followers. 

-f* See Revel, chap. xx. and th« learned; and ingenious 'Biihop of 
BriftoFs comment upon It, in the 3d vol, of his difTertatioQ on tkt 
pro^jecicsf 
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The triumph of ISIS. 

BY Dr. THOMAS WARTON. 

^idmihi ne/cio quanty propria cum Tyhrtde Remamt 
Semper in ore geris P referunt Ji <vera parentes, 
Hahc urbem infano nullus qui marte petivit 
Lataius 'violajfe reditu Nee numina fedem 
DeJHtuunt*, Claudian* 

ON cloiing flow'rs when genial gales difFufc 
The fragrant tribute of refrefhing dews ; 
When chaunts the milk-maid at her balmy pail. 
And weary reapers whiftle o'er the vale ; 
Charm'd by the murmurs of the quiv'ring (hade. 
O'er liis' willow-fringed banks I ftray'd : 
And calmly mufing thro' the twilight way. 
In penfive mood I fram'd the Doric lay. . 

When lo ! from opening clouds, a golden gleam 
Poar'd fudden fplendors o'er the fhadowy ftream; 
And from the wave arofe its guardian queen. 
Known by her fweeping ftole of glofly green ; 
While in the coral crown that bound her brow 
Was wove the Delphic laurel's verdant bough. 

P4 As 



As the fiAooth furface of the dimply flood 
The filver-flipper'd Ifis lightly trod, 
Trom her loofe hair the dropping dew ihc pre6M t. 
And thus mine ear in accents mild addrefs'd : 

No njore, my fon, the rural re«d employ. 
Nor trill the trifling ftrain of empiy joy; 
No more thy love-refounding fonncts fuit. 
To note of paftoral pipe or oaten flute. 
For hark ! high-thron'd on yon majeftic walls 
To the ^ear.mufe afflided Freedom calls : 
When Freedoin calls, and Oxford bids thee flng. 
Why flays thy hand p ftril^e the foun4ing flring > 
Aiy"}!!^ thus,' Jin Freedom's and in Phoebus' fpite, 
The Venal fons of flav^fli Cam unite ; 

To fliake yon tow'fs, yvfeen malice re^s her cref^;. 
Shall all my fons in filence idly reft ? 

Still fmg, O Cam, your fav'rite Freedom's caufe j 
Still boall of Freedom, while you break her laws : 
To pow'r your fongs of gratiilatlon pay. 
To courts addrefs foft flattery's foothing lay. 
What tho' youi: gentle Mafon's plaintive verfe 
Has hung with fweeteft wreaths Mufseus' hearfe ? 
What tho' your vaunted bard's ingenuous woe. 
Soft as my ftream, in tuneful numbers flow. 
Yet ftroye his mufe, by fame or envy led. 
To tear the laurels from a fifter's head ?•— 
Mifguided youth ! witjx rude unclaflic rage 
To blot thp beauties of thy whiter page ; 
A rage that fujlies e'en thy guiltlefs la.ys^ 
J^nd blafl:s the vernal bloom of half thy bays. 
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Let Grants boaft the patrons of her name. 
Each pompous fool of fortune and of fame j 
Still of preferiTient let her fhine the queen. 
Prolific parent of each bowing dean : 
Be her's each prelate of the pamper'd cheek, , 
Each courtly chaplain fandify'd and fleek ; 
Styi let the drones of her exhaulled hive. 

On fat pluralities fupinely thrive : 
Still let her fenates titled ilaves revere. 
Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer ; 
For tinfel'd courts their laurel'd mount deipifc. 
In ftars and firings fuperlatively wife : 
No longer charm'd by virtue's golden lyre. 
Who fung of old amid th' Aonian choir, 
Wfeere Cam, flow winding thro' the breezy reeds. 
With kindly wave his groves of laurel feeds. 
*Tis ours, my fon, to deal the facred bay. 
Where honour calls, and juftice points the way ; 
To wear the well-earn'd wreath which merit brings. 
And fnatch a gift beyond the reach of kings. 
Scorning, and fcorn'd by courts, yon mufes' bow'r 
Still nor enjoys, nor afks the fmile of pow'r, 
Tho' wakeful vengeance watch my cryftal fpring, 
Tho' perfecution wave her iron wing. 
And o'er yon fpiry temples as fhe flies, 
^* Thefedeftin'd feats be mine," exulting cries ; 
On liis ftill^ach gift of fortune waits. 
Still peace and plenty deck my beauteous gates* 
See fcience walks with frelhefl chaplets crownM ; 
With fongs of joy my feftal groves refound ; 

My 
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My mnfe divine (lill keeps her wonted (!atc. 
The front citft, and high majeftic gait : 
Green as of old, each oliv'd portal fmiles, ' 
And flill the graces build my Parian piles : 
My Gothic fpirfes in ancient grandeur rife. 
And dare with wonted pride to rufh into the ikies., 

Ah I fhould'ft thou fall (forbid it, heav'nly powers I) 
Dafh'd into duft with all thy cloud-capt tow'r$ ; 
Who but would mourn, to pritifh virtue dear. 
What patriot could refufe the manly tear ! 
What Britiih Marius could refrain to weep 
O'er mighty Carthage fall'n, a proftrate heap ! 

E'en late when Radcliife's delegated train 
Aufpicious ihone in Ifis* happy plain ; 

When yon proud * dome, fair learning's ampleft /brine^ 
Beneath its Attic roofs receiv'd the Nine ; 
Mute was the voice of joy and loud dpplaufe. 
To RadcIifFe due, and Ifis' honour'd cau(e ; 
What free-born crouds adorh'd the feftive day. 
Nor blufh'd to wear my tributary bay ! 
How each brave breaft with honeft ardors heav'd. 
When Sheldon's fane the patriot band receiv'd ; 
While, as we loudly hail'd the chofen few, 
Rome's awful fenate rufh'd upon our view ! 
O may the day in lateft annals ftiine, 
. That made a Beanfort, and an Harley mine : 
Then bade them leave the loftier fcene awhile. 
The pomp of guiltlefs ftate, the patriot toil, 

• RadcIifFe *s library. 

For 
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For bleeding Albiqn's aid the fage defign. 
To hold fhort dalliance with the tunefal Nine. 
Then mufic left her golden fphere on high. 
And bore each ibain of triumph from the fky ; 
SwelPd the full fong, and to my chiefs aro^nd 
Pour'd the full Pzeans of mellifluous (bund. 
My Naiads blithe the Hp^ting accents caught. 
And lift'ning danc'd beneath their pearly gyot : 
In gentler eddies play'd my wanton wave. 
And all my reeds their fofteft whifpers gave ; 
Each lay with brighter green adorn'd my bow'rs, 
^nd breath'd a frefher fragrance on my flpw'rs. 

But lo ! at once the fwelling concerts ceaf^ 
Aftd croaded theatres are hufh'd in peace* 
See, on yon fage how all attentive ftand. 
To catch his darting eye, and waving hand. 
Hark ! he begins, with all a Tully's art 
To pour the didates of sl, Cato's heart ; 
Skiird to pronounce what noblefl thoughts inipire, 
}ie blends the fpeaker's with the patriot's fire ; 
^old to conceive, nor tim'rous to conceal. 
What Britons dare to think, he dares to tell. 
'Tis his alike the ear and eye to charm. 
To win with a£lion, and with fenfe to warm ; • 
Untaught in flow'ry diftion to difpenfe 
The lulling founds of fweet impertinence ; 
In frowns or fmiles he gains an equal prize. 
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor creeps to rife; 

Bids happier days to Albion be reftor'd, 
Sids ancient jaUice rear her radiant (word ; 
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From me, as froiti my country, wins applaufe. 
And majces an Oxford's a Britannia's caufe. 

While arms like thefe my fledfaft fagcs wield. 
While mine is truth's impenetrable fhield; 
Say, (hall the puny champion fondly dare 
To wage with force like this, fcholaftic war ? 
Still vainly Icribble on with pert pretence. 
With all the rage of pedant impotence f 
Say, ihall I fuffer this domeilic pefl, 
This parricide that wounds a mother's bread ? 

Thus in the (lately (hip that long has bore 
Britain's vidorious crofs from (hore to (bore. 
By chance, beneath her clofe (equefter'd cells. 
Some low-born worm, a lurking mifchief, dwells; 
Eats his blind way, and faps with fecret toil 
The deep foundations of the watry pile. 
In vain the foreft lent its ftateliell pride, 
Rear'd her tall mail, and fram'd her knotty (idc ; 
In vain, the thunder's martial rage (he (lood. 
With each fierce conflift of the (lormy flood j 
More fure the reptile's little arts devour. 
Than waves, or wars, or Eurus' wintry pow'r. 

Ye venerable bow'rs, ye feats fublime. 
Clad in the XQoffy veil of fleeting time I 
Ye (lately piles of old munificence. 

At once the pride of learning and defence. 
Where ancient piety, a matron hoar, 
Still feems to keep the hofpitable door ! 
Ye clciflers pale, that length'ning to the fight. 
Still (lep by (Icp to mufings mild invite! 
6 
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Ve high-arc h'd walks, where oft the bard has caught 
The glowing fentiment the lofty thought i 
Ye temples ^m, where pious duty pays 
Her holy hymns of ever-echoing praife ! 
Lo ! your lov'd Ifis, from the bord'ring vale. 
With all a mother's fondnefs bids you h^il ! — 
Haily Oxford, hail I of all that's good and great. 
Of ail that's fair, the guardian and the feat ; 
Nurfe of each brave purfuit, each generous aim. 
By truth exalted to the throne of fame ! 
Like Greece in fcience and in liberty, 
As Athens learn'd, as Lacedaemon free ! 

Ev'n now, confefs'd to my adoring eyes, 
tn awful ranks thy facrcd fons arife ; 
With cv*ry various flower their temples wreathed. 
That in thy gardens green its fragrance breath 'd. 
Tuning to knightly tale his Briti/h reeds. 
Thy crouding bards immortal Chaucer leads ; 
His hoary' head overlooks the gazing choir. 
And beams on all around celeflial fire ; 
With graceful ftep fee Addifon advance. 
The fweeteft child of Attic elegance : 
To all, but his belov'd embrace, deny'd, 
See Locke leads reafon, his majeftic bride : 
See facred Hammond, as he treads the field, 
With godlike arm uprears his heav'nly fhield. 

All who, beneath the Ihades of gentle peace, 
Beft plan'd the labours of domeftic eafe ; 
Who taught with truth, or with perfuafion mov'd ; 
Who footh'd with numbers, or with fenfe improv'd ; 
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Wlio told the pow'rs of reafon^ or refinM, 
A1I» all that flrengthexi'd or adorn'd the mind ^ 
Each prieft of healthy who mix'd the balmy bowti 
To rear frail man^ and flay the fleeting foul ; 
All croud around, and echoing to the iky> 
Hail, Oxford, hail 1 with filial tranfport cry. 

And fee yonfolemni band ! with virtuous aim> 
*Twas theirs in thought the glorious deed to frame t 
With pious plans each mufing feature glows» 
And well weigh'd counfels mark their meaning brows t 
«• Lo ! thefe the leaders of thy patriot line,'* 
Hamden, and Hooker, Hyde and Sidney fhine^ 
Thefe from thy fource the fires of freedoni caught i 
How well thy fons by their example taught ! 
While in each breafl th' hereditary flame 
Still blazes, unextinguiih'd and the fame I 

Nor all the toils of thoughtful peace engage, 
Tis thine to form the hero as the fage* 
2 fee the fable- fuited prince advance 
With lilies crown'd, the fpoils of bleeding France^ 
Edward**the mufcs in yon hdlow'd Ihade 
Bound on his tender thigh the martial bUde : 
Bade him the fleel for Britilh freedom draw. 
And Oxford taught the deeds that Crefly faw. 

And fee, rrreat father of the iaureat band* 

The* Britifh king before me feems to ftand^ 
He by my plcnty-crown'd fcenes beguil'd. 
And genial influence of ray feafons mild, 

• Alfred. Regis Romani. V, Virg. JZa. 6. 

Hit 
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Hither of yore (forlorn, forgotten maid) 

The mufe in prattling infancy convey'd ; 

From Gothic rage the helplcfs virgin bore. 

And fix'd her cradle on my friendly fhore : ' ' 

Soo.n grew the maid benea^ his foft'ring hapd. 

Soon pour'd her bleffings o'er tR' enlightcn'd lancL 

_ « 

Tho' rude the * dome, and humble the retreat. 
Where firfl his pious care ordain'd her feat^ 
Lo ! Qow on high ihe dwells in Attic bow'rs. 
And proudly lifts to heav'n her hundred tow'rs. 
He firft fair learning's and Britannia's canfe 
Adorn'd with manners, and advaac'd with laws : 
He bade relent the Briton's favage heart. 
And form'd his foul to fecial fcenes of art;, 
Wiftft and beft of kings ! — with ravilh'd gaze 
Elate the long proceffion he furveys : 
Joyful he fmiles.to find, that not in vain 
He plan'd the rudiments of learning's reign i 
Himfelf he marks in each ingenuous breall. 
With slLL the founder in the race expreft : 
With rapture views fair freedom frill furvive 
In yon bright domes (ill-fated fugitive !) 
(Such feen, as when the goddefs pour'd the beam 
Unfullied on his ancient diadem) 
Well-pleas'd that in his own Pierian feat 
She plumes her wings, and refts her weary feet ; 
That here at laft flie takes her fav'rite fland, 
** Here deigns to linger, ere ihe leave the land." 

--------Ad Capitolia ducit 

Aurea nunc, olim fylvelh-ibus horrida dumis. Virg. MSm 
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NEW-MARKET. A. SATIRE. 

BY THE SAME. 

HI S country^s hope, when now the blooming heif 
Has left the parent's, or the guardian's care ; 
Fond to poffefs, yet eager to deftroy. 
Of each vain youth, fay, what's the darling joy ? 
Of each fond frolic what the fource and end. 
His fole and iirft ambition what ? — to fpend. 

Some 'fquires, to Gallia's cooks moft dainty dapes. 
Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in foups : 
This coxcomb doats on iidlers, till he fees 
His mortgaged mountains deftitute of trees ; 
Convinc'd too late, that modern ftrains can move. 
With mightier force than thofe of Greece, the gfove* 
In headlefs ftatues rich, and ufelefs prns, 
Marmoreo from the claffic tour returns ; 
So poor the wretch of current coin, you'd laugh—* 
He cares not — if his * Csefars be but fafe. 
Some tread the flippery paths of love's delights, 
Thefe deal the cards, or ihake the box at \vliitc*s i 
To different pleafures different taftes incline, 
Nor the fime fea receives the rufhing fwlne* 

* Antique medals* 
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'ho^ drunk alike with Circe's poifbnoUs bowl; 
a feparate Hies thfc mimic monfters roll. 

But wo aid ye learn> ye leifure-loving 'fquires^ 
[ow beft ye may difgrace your prudent fires ; 
low foonefi foar to faihionable ihame^ 
le damn'd at once to ruin — and to fame ; 
ly hands of grooms ambitious to be crown'd, 
) greatly dare to trfead Olympic ground ! 
Vhere fam^d New-market ipreads her tempting plaln^ 
7here let tke ckofen fteed vi£lorious ftrain ; 
Vhere (not * as erfl was ftmg lii manly lays) 
^en fly to different ends thro' different ways ; . " 

Thro* the fame path, to the fame goal ye ruhj 
iind are, at once, undoing and undohe, 
''orfeit, forget friends, honour, and eftate, 
iOfe'all at once-^for what ? — to win the plate : 
Ul are betray'd, and all alike betray. 
To your own beails, Afteon-likc, a prey. 

What dreams of conqueft flui&'d Hilarious breafl> 
Vhen the good knight at laft retir'd to i-efl ! 
khold the youth with new-felt rapture mark 
Uch pleafing pfojped of the fpacious park ; 
That parkj where beauties undiiguis'd engage^ 
rhofe beauties lefs the work of art than age ; 

! • Alluding to thofe tvell known lines of Sir Jolm Denhaui, 

pi Cooper^s Hill, on London. 

; . «« —Thro' feveral ways they run> 

f * Some to undo^ and fome to be Undone/' 
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I 

Ift fimple ffktc, where gennine nature wears' 
Her venerable drefs of ancient years ; 
Where all the charms of chance with order meet. 
The rude» the gay, the graceful,- and the great. 
^ Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar. 
And form dark groves, which Druids might adore ^ 
Pride and fupport of Britain*s conquering crofs. 
Which diftant anceftors few crown'd with mofs : 
With- meeting boughs, and deep'ning to the view,. 
Here fhoots the broad umtn-ageous avenue : 
Here various trees compofe a chequer'd fcene. 

Glowing in gay diveriities of green-: 
There the full ftream, thro' intermingling glades^ 
Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep cafcades. 
Nor wants a^ haele copfe, or beecheft lawn. 
To chear with fun or ihade the bounding fawn. 

And fee the good old feat, whofe Gothic towers* 
Awful emerge from yonder- tufted bowers ; 
Whofe rafter'd hall the crouding tenants fed,. 
And dealt to age aud want their daily bread : 
Where garter'd knights, with peerlefs beauties jpin'd^. 
At high andfolemn feftivals have din'd ; 
Prefentingoft fair virtue's Ihining tafk. 
In myfticpageantriesy and moral* mafq.vie.- 

% 

m 

* It was a fafhionable pra6lice among our antient nobili 
and gentry, of both faxes, to perform perfonsJly in entertaL 
mei^ of this kind* Nothing could be a more delightful < 

ration 
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Till ancient praife, or boafts of birthj ^ 

he palms of old heroic worth ! 

bankrupt, and a profp'roiis heir^ 

Its-'— Park, houfe, diflblve in air. 

que armour hung, high trophied rooms 

gamefters, proilitutcs, and grooms. 
5 fteel-clad fires, and mothers iliild> 
dy (hook the lance^ or fweetly fmil'di 
ir feries of the whifker'd race, 

lur'd forms the (lately gallery graces 
abusM, the price of ill-got goldj 
bme tavern vile, at a unions fold. 

1 wonders at th' unopening door, 
nies blaze, the tables groan no mojre; 
?ds around th' untrodden courts arife. 
It focial fcene in filence lies, 

he lofs politely to repair, 
eift, fidler, highwayman, or j^Iayer. 
the fcorn, the ihame of man and God> 
to rub the fteeds that once he rode, 
youths, yodr golden hopes how rain, 
ns of thoufands on the lifted plain I 
Fantaftic* Sancho's airy courfe> 
ly mounted on the magic horfe, 

thod oF (pending an evening than thig- Milton's 
thus exhibited at Ludlow- CaiUei in the }'ear 
Ben Johnfon's Mafques, 
mo. See Don Quixote, 

(Iz He 
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lie piercM heaven's opening fpheres with dazzled eyt 
And fecm'd to foar in vifionary Ikies. 
Nor lefs, I ween, precarious is the meed 
Of young adventurers, on the mnfe's fteed ; 
For poets have, like you, their deftin'd round. 
And ours ts but a race on claflic ground. 

Long time, foft fon of patrimonial eafe, 
Hippolitus had eat firloins in peace : 
Had quafPd fecure, unvex'd by toils or wife. 
The mild Odlober of a rural life : 
Long liv'd with calm domeiHc conquefls crown^d,^ 
And kill'd his game on fafe paternal ground. 
As bland he puff'd the pipe o'er weekly news. 
His bofoin kindles with fublimer views. ' 
Lo there, thy triumphs, TaaiF, thy palms, PortmorC; 
Tempt him to rein the deed, and flake his (lore. 
Like a new bruifer on Broughtonic fand. 
Amid the lifts our hero takes his ftand ; 
Suck'd by the (harper, to the peer a prey. 
He rolls his eyes that witnefs huge difmay ; 
When lo ! the chance of one ,unlucky heat 
Strips him of game, ftrong beer, and fweet retreat. 
How aukward now he bears difgrac'e and dirt. 
Nor knows the poor's laft refuge, to be pert. 
The (hiftlefs beggar bears of ills the worft. 
At once with dullnefs, and with hunger curft. 
Arid feels the taftelefs brea(l equeftrian fires ! 
And dwells fuch mighty rage in graver 'fquires ^ 

In all attempts, but for their country, bold,. 
Britain, thy cpnfcript counf^liors behold ; 
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• fome,, perhaps., by fortune f:ivour*d yet^ 
T gain a borough by a lucky bet) 
t with the love of the laconic boot, 
: cap and wig fuccindl, the filken fuit, 
e modern Phaetons ufurp the reins, 
1 fcour in rival race New-market's plains, 
fide" by fide, the jockey and .Sir John, 
:ufs tb' important point — ©f fix to one. 
oh, my mufe, the deep-felt b.lifs how dear, 
V great the pride, to gain ^ jockey's ear ! ' ' . 

ce, like a routed hoft, with headlong pace, 
' members pour amid the mingling race 1 
afk, what crouds the tumults could produce^r- 
s Bedlam or the Commons all broke loofe ? 
Ii noife and nonfertfe, betting, damning, finking, 
li emphafis of oaths, and claret drinking ! 
5 fchool-boys freed, they ru^ as chance directs, 
id from a well-bred tAing to rifque their necks^. 
; warrior's fear not half fo graceful ieems, 
at New-market, dillocated limbs, 
'hy fages hear, amid th* admiring croud 
udge the flakes, moil eloquently loud : 
:h critic Ikill, o'er dubious bets prefidc, 
; low diipute, or kindle, or decide : 
empty wifdom, and judicious prate, 
diflanc'd horfes, gravely kx the fate, 
de the nice condudl of a daring match, 
I o'er th* equcftrian rights with care paternal watch, 
lea^ lime, no more the mimic patriots rife, 
guard Britannia's honour, warm and wife : 

0^3 '^^ 



[ H6 1 

No more in fbnates dare aiTert her laws. 

Nor pour the bold debate in freedom's caufe ; 

Negied the counfels of a finking land. 

And know no roftrum, but New-n^arket's * iland. 

Are thefe the fage diredive powers defign-dj^ 
With the nice fearch of a fagaqious mind. 
In judgment's faales the fate of realms to weigh, 
Britannia's intereil, trade, and laws furyey ? 
O fey, when leaft their fapient fchcmes are croft, 

- ^ 

Or when a nation, or a match is lofl ? 
Who dams and fires with more exadlnefs trace. 
Than of their country's kings the {acred race : 
Think London journies are the worft of ills,. 
And fet their hands to articles for bills : 
Strangers to all hiftorians fage relate, 
Their's are the memoirs of th' equcfirian ftate ; 
Unfkill'd in Albion's pafl and prefent views. 
Who t Cheny's records for Rapin perufe. 

Go on, braye youths, till, in fome future age. 
Whips Ihall become the fenatorial badge ; 
Till England fee her thronging fenators 
Meet all at Weftminfler, in boqts and fours ; 
See the whole houfe, with mutual frenzy mad. 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad ; 

* A kind of fcafFold, where is held a conflflory, mad< 
of feveral very eminent gentlemen, for determining dout 
cafes in ,the race, &c. This place might not impropdrij 
called a Pandaemonium. 

t The accurate and anilual autlior of an hifioncal Uf 
the running horfes. &c, 

1 » . . '. 
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Of bets, for taxes, learnedly debate. 

And guide, \vith equal reins, a fteed and ftate. 

How would a virtuous * Houhnhym neigh difdain. 
To fee his brethren brook th' imperious rein ; 
"^Bear flav'ry's wanton whip, or galling goad, 
Smoak thro' the glebe, or trace the deftin'd road. 
And robb'd of manhood by the murd'rous knife, 
Suftain each fordid toil of fervile life. 
Yet oh ! what rage would touch his gen'rous mind. 
To fee his fon of more than mortal kind; 
A kind, with each ingenuous virtue blcft. 
That fills the prudent h^ad or valorous hreafl. 
Afford diverfion to that monfter bafc. 
That meaneft fpawn of man's half-monkey race; 
In whom pride, avarice, ignorance conipire. 
That hated animal, a Yahoo-'fquire. 

How are th* adventurers of the Britiih race 
Chang'd from the chofcn chiefs of .ancient days ; 
Who, warm'd with genuine glory's honed thirft. 
Divinely labour'd in the Pythian duft. 
Their's was the jyreath that lifted Irom the throng, 
Their's was the Thebari bard's recording fcng. 
Mean time, to manly emulation blind, 
,' Slaves to each vulgar vice that ftains the mind, 
i^ Our Briti^ Therons iffue to the "race 
Of their own gen'rous courfers the disgrace.. 
What tho' the grooms of Greece ne'er took the odds^ 
They won no bets— but then they fcar'd to gods ; 
^nd more an Hiero's palm, 4 Pindar's ode, 
yhan all the united plates of George hjeftow'd, 

* yide'Gulliver's travellers, voyage to the Houhnbyms^ 
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Greece! How I kindle at thy magic name. 
Feel all tby warmth, and catch the kindred flame. 
Thy folemn fcenes and awful vifion's rife, 
In ancient grace, befo^-e my mufing eyes. 
Here Sparta's fon? in mute attention hang. 
While ftge Lycurgus pours the mild harangue ; 
There Xerxes' |iofts, all pale with deadly fear. 
Shrink at her * fated heyo's flafhing fpear. 
Here hupg >yith many a lyre of iilver firing : 
The laureat walks of fweet HiiTus fpring : 
And lo where, rapt in beauty's heavenly dream. 
Hoar Pkto walks his oliv'd Academe. — 

Yet ah ! no more the feat of art and arms 
Delights with wifdom, o|* with virtue warms. 
Lo ! the flern Turk, with more than Gothic rage. 
Has blafted all the bays of ancient age ; 
No more her groves by facred feet are trod. 
Each Attic grace h^s left the lov'd abode. 
Fallen is fair Greece 1 by luxury's pleafingbanc 
SeducM, Ihe drags a barbarous foreign chain. 

Britannia, watch ! O trim thy withering bays. 
Remember thou hafl rivjil'd Grascia's praife. 
Great nurfe of works divine ! yet oh ! beware. 
Left thou the fate of Greece, my country, fhare. 
Recall thy wonted worth with confcious pride. 
Thou too haft feen a Solon in a Hyde j 
Haft bade thine Edwards and thine Henr}'9 rear. 
With Spartan fortitude, the Britiih fpear; 
Alike haft fecn thy fons deferve the meed, 
Or of th(;- n^oral, or the martial deed. 

« 

• Leonidas. 

P D 
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^«tA«se*;«^e8i^0^§e?j!0*?sgtj^^ 



OD^ TO AMBITION, 



O 



B Y Mr. shepherd, 

I'ER midnight glafs, or by the fair 
In dalliance foft carefl ; 
Without a thought, without a care 

To difcompenfe their reft, 
The meaner herd exulting pant to rove 
The flowery paths of pleafure's fairy grove : 

While more determined bofoms glow 

With high ambition's fires ; 
Source of whate'er is great below. 
The grave of mean defires : 
Adieu for them the pleafure-winged hour. 
Adieu the bed of eafe, the Paphian bow'r ! 

Tho' rough the paths that lead to fame. 

Their fteps no toils difmay ; 
Ambition aids the generous aim. 
And fmooths the fugged way : 
With all its luftre bids bright virtue fliinc^^ 
And into adion wakes the big deiign. 



What 
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What breaks th' aipiring ftatefinan^is reft f 

What gives the mufe to ling ? 
Ambition wakes his anxious bread. 
And plumes her towering wing : 
{nftmds the feeble monarch how to bear 
The crown, and all the thorns that fallen there. 

The general's wakeful bofom fires. 

And guafds the jealous camp ; 
The fcholar*s flattering hope infpires. 
And trims the midnight lamp : 
The pride of arts from fair Ambition fprlngs^ 
And blooms fecure beneath her foflering wings. 

Oft, goddefs, as thy genial ray 
Pervades the feeling heart. 
Love trembling quits his fenfual fway. 
And drops his feeble dart : 
The flowers, that in the Paphian garden grow, 
i^ade in the wreath that rounds the hero's brow^ 

Pleafure retreats with wanton fmiles. 

And ftrength-unnerving eyes ; 
Hoping in vain by Parthian wiles 
To conquer as fl\e fiies : 
Sloth with reludance quits her foul embrace, 
]R.ough care and manly toil aiTumeherplace^ 



Virti 
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Virtue with firm quaternian bao4 

His eager fteps precedes ; 
A flambeau grafping in her haod. 
To light to glorious deeds : 
The fifler-train his toils with glory crown. 
And point the arduous paths to fair renown. 

By thefe infpired, youag Scipio trOd 

To fame th' adventurous way ; 
" By love, he cry'd, let Paphos* god 
" The fofter foul betray ; 
** A nobler quarry lures the hero's eye :" 
He ipoke, and bade th' unconquered eagle fly. 

Hence then, ye flayes, whom eafe delights. 

To yon lone cloyfter ftray. 
Where mfonkifli apathy invites 
To doze tame life away : 
True worth, that fpurns the permit's fluggard cellj^ 
Jn glory's adlive courts delights to dwell. 




ODE TO HEALTH. 

BY THE SAMS. 

TT E N C E meagre pale difeafe, 

•JlJL From the crude banquets of intemperance bred; 

Nurfed in the fluggard bed. 
And folded in the arms of pampcr'd eafc : 
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Htnce to Boeotian bogs ; 
Whence humid Aufteron his dropping wings 

Grofs exhalations brings^ 
Where rank effiuvia from the marfhy brake. 

Or murky ftagnate lake. 
Pregnant with ills arife in mifty fogs. 

And come, Hygeia, bland and fair, 
Fluihed with the glow of morning air; 

With coral lip and (park ling eye. 
Complexion of enfanguined dye ; 

With chearful fmile, and open brow. 
Where care could ne'er one furrow plow : 
With ileady flcp, and afpeft fleek, 
The rofe that glows on Stella's cheek, 
And fnowybofom, whence exhales 
The fwectnefs of Etelian gales. 

In fylvan fcenes is thy delight. 
To climb the towering mountain's height, 
Or blithely on thy native plain, 
To gambol with the Dryad train, 
Thofe plains, where in unguarded hour. 
Far from the ken of her chafle bower. 
As ^'er the dew-beipangled glade 
Roved Temperance the mountain maid ; 
She flopped, in fixt attention viewing 
Lufty exercife purfuing. 
With miffive ihaft and beechen fpear. 
Thro* opening lawns the trembling deer. 
The god furveys the mufing dame, 
JThe Jovcr quits his flying game : 
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His trefles dropped with morning dew. 
While to the wood-nymph's arms he flew; 
And from their hale embraces fprung 
Hygeia, ever fair and young. 

Long, virgin, may thy genial fir« 
Each late exhaufted vein infpire. 
The crimfon tide of life renewy 
And give to glide in channels blue. 
Thee wit and mirth fpontaneous ferve. 
That give a tone to every nerve, 
Invoke thee, harmony's bright queen. 
To tune the difarranged machine. 
The glow of Titan's orient ray 
Thy happy pencil Ihall portray 
With grace more exquifite, than lie* 
In Guido's air, or Titian's dyes ; 
Hence the pale hue of ficknefs chafe. 
And call up each reviving grace. 
O'er which as late with haggard han^ 
Confumption fhook her magic wand ; 
Nature's* laft debt prepar'd to pay 
Youth's drooping flowers 'gan fade away* 
No crimfon hue was feen to glow. 
The ftagnate blood forgot to flow ; 
Their luftre fled, the languid eyes 
Stood flxt in motionlefs furprize ; 
Each fenfe feemed loft in endlefs night. 
The trembling foul was winged for flight : 

Which death's rude ftiaft had half fet free 

■ *» 

In unconceived eternity. 
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Then, Varus, was the power difplayei 
Of medicine's heaven -direded aid, 
Verfed in each drug's balfamic uft 
The Daedal foils of earth produce. 
In every fiower of every hue. 
And herb that drinks the morning dcw^ , 
Thy lenient hand allayed each throw > 
And gave a milder face to woe : 
Bade the bold pulfe elaflic play. 
The eye emit its vivid ray, 
Called back the flitting life again^ 
And health inipired thro' every vein; 

Again thrills with her genial tcR. 
Each nerve ; again my languid breal!: 
Viiits the cherub joy. For this 
May thy aufpicious heart ne'er mifs. 
Oft as the fair for charms decayed 
Implores thy falutary aid. 
To fmooth the lovely mourner's brow^ 
And bid reviving beauties glow ; 
To footh the tender parent's cries^ 
And wipe the tears from infant eyes. 

But chief, iny mufe, with reverent awe 
To him, whofe will is nature's law, 
*rhy hyinns of gratulation pay, 
^o him dired the tribute lay. 
From whota derives the balmy pill 
its virtues, the phyiidan ikill : 
*rhat o'er each aft and thought prefides^ 
Direfts his ha&d» his counfcl guides* 
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Efie medicine's unavailing ftor© 
Shall vainly glid« thro' every pore^ * 

Thro' every pore the mineral rill 
In vain its gifted powers inftiL 
Father divine^ eternal king. 
To thee I wake the trembling firing :• 
If mad ambition ne'er mifkd, 

» 

In paths where virtue dares not tread ^ 
My vagrant ftcp ; if fordid views 
Ne'er won the proftitute mufe ; 
For others let Padblus flow. 
Let honour wreathe another's brow ; 
Health I intreat ; whofe jocund throng 
Wantons each laughing grace among ; 
With health the dancing minutes crown'd,- 
The field of all mv wishes bound.- 

LI BE R T Y. 

A ? O E M. 

r HANKS, Nic^, to thy treacherous art,- 
At length I breathe agaiii ; 
'he pitying gods have ta'en my part. 
And eas'd a wretch's pain ; 



*.*• ■' 



feel, I feel, tluic from its chain 
My refcaed fool is free. 
Nor is it now I idly dream 
Of fancied Liberty. . 

Bxtingiiiih'd is my ancient flame. 

All calm my thoughts remain ; 
And artfal love in vain (hall fbive * 

To Inrk beneath difdain. }■ 

No longer, when thy name I hear. 

My confcious colour flies ; #r^ 

No longer, when thy face I fee. 

My heart's emodons rife. . * 

I fleep, yet not in every dream 

Thy image pi6iur*d fee ; 
I wake, nor does my alter'd mind 

Fix its firfl thought on thee : 
From thee far dillant when I roam. 

No fond concern I know ; 
With thee I ftay, nor yet from thence. 

Does pain or pleafure flow. 

Oft of my Nices charms I fpcak. 
Nor thrills my fledfait heart ; 

Oft I review the wrongs I bore. 

Yet feel no inward fmart. 
No quick alarms confound my fenfe, 

When Nice near I fee ; 
Even with my rival I can fmilc. 

And calmly talk of thee. 
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opealc to jfie with a placid mienj 

Or treat me with dif^aia ; 
Vain is to me the took fevere> 

The gentle fmile as vain. 
tioft is the empire o'et my foul^ 

Which once thofe lips pofleft; 
7kofe eyes lio longer can divine 

Each fetret of my breafl^ 

What plcafes nbw^ or grieves my mina^ 

What makes me fad, or gay, 
it is not in thy power to give^ 

Nor canft thoti take away; 
Each pleafant fpot without thee charms/ 

The wbod^ the mead,- the Kill ; 
And fcenes of dullnefs, eve^ with thee^ 

Aft fcenes 6f dullnefs ftill; 

Jiidge, if 1 Q>eak with fongue fincere ; ^ 

ThoU ftill artwond'rons fair; 
Great are the beauties of thy fohn» 

But not beyond compare : 
And^ let not truth offend thine ear* 

My eyeai at length inclinie 
To fpy {bme faults in that lov'd face^ 

Which once appeared divitfe. 

When from its ieCrct deep recefs 

I tore the painful dart, 
(My ihamefttl weaknefs I confefi) 

It fef mM to fplit my heart ; 
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But, to relieve a tortnrM mind. 

To triumph o'er difdain. 
To gain my captive felf once more^ 

I'd fuffer every pain. 

Caught by the birdlime'3 treacherous twigs. 

To which he chanc'd to ftray. 
The bird his faften'd feathers leaves. 

Then gladly flies away : 
His fhorten'd wings he foon renews. 

Of fnares no more afraid ; 
Then grows by pail experience wife. 

Nor is again betray M. 

I know thy pride can ne'er believe 

My paflion's fully o'er, 
fiecaufe I oft repeat the tale. 

And ftill add fomething more :— 
'Tis natural inftinft prompts my tongue. 

And makes the flory lafl. 
As all mankind are fond to boaft 

Of dangers they have paft. 

The warrior thus, the combat o'er. 

Recounts his bloody wars. 
Tells all the hardfhips which he bore. 

And fhews his ancient fears. 
Thus the glad flave, by prosperous fate 

Freed from the fe^vile chain. 
Shews to each friend the galling weight. 

Which once he dragg'd with pain. 



Ifpc 
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t Ipeaky yet fpeaking, all my aim' 

Is but to eafe my mind ; 
I fpeak, yet care not if* my words 

With thee can credit find ; 
t fpeak, nor afk if my difcourfe 

Is e'er approved by thee, ' . 

Or whether thou with equal eafe 

Doft talk again of me. 

1 leave a light inconftant maid> 

Thou'ft loft a heart fincere ;-^ 
t know not whi^ wants comfort moft^ 

Or which h^s Inoft to fear : 
I'm fure, a fwain fo fond and tnie> 

Nice can never iind; 
A nymph like her is quickly found, 

Falfe, faithlefs, and unkind* 

5e>0OC<)<XXXK>0O<XXX>^^^ 

MODERN VIRTUE. 

A SATIRE. 

EXCUTIENDA DAMUS Pr^CORDIA —.. PEFLS* 

^* T E T venal annals boaft a Caefar^s reign, 

*^ Xu^ When Rome's great genius hugg'd th' imperial 

** chain, 
** Freedom, gay goddefs, glads our happier ifle, 
^ ' Pisacc fmooths her brow, as plenty decks het" fmile i 

R a ** Vs^ 



•^ In evtry fon ih* infpirer lives confefsM, 
** And lights up all the patriot in his brcaft* 
<< Breathes the fame focial warmtl^ from foul to tonU 
«' Till widening nature pants but for a v^l^df • 
<< Shines he in lifers meridian beam difpkyM» 
Or gives his milder virtues to thr fh^d^^i 
Glares the proud ribbon, nods the i^ardal creft. 
Or flaunt the tatters on his motly veft i 
•* The godHke Briton fills his everywhere 
Without a frailty, and ^ivithout a f<»r- 
If rich : bright image of the eternal mindf 
Hisr opening bofom tsJces in all mankind; 
Where'er he comes, health triumphs o*er diieafe^ 
Hope glads defpair, and ^atigulih melts to eaie. 
Is knowledge his ? he lends his every art 
To rear the genius and to mould the hca*t ; 
Fondly purfues, with Boyle's aufpicious blazoj 
Truth thro' her mafques, and nature thro^ het maze ;. . 
To heedlefs juftice gives the well-poiz'd (tale, 
•' And raifes commerce as he guides the faiL 
h pow'r his ojpb ? he lives but to defend ; 
The ftatefman only dignifies the friend ; 
Difarms opprelEon, prunes ambition's wing/ 
And ftifles fadlion e'er flic darts her fttng; 
«* Enriches every" coffer but his own, 
" And ihields the cottage while he guards the throne j'. 
'* Sees at his nod our plundered rights reftor'd, 
•* And Europe trembling when he grafps the fword.**" 

Thus fung the mufe when fancy vigorous ran, 
And warm'd the youth, e'er reaibn form'd the man ; 

Life 



ft 

€9 



it. 
tt 
tt 

•( 

€t 

it 



«( 
tt 
tt 

tt 



[ tcl 1 

Xifc thro* opinion's falfe perfpeftive fecn. 

With mimic beauty glow'd in every icene ; 

Drefs'd in an angel's vifipnary form. 

Vice aim'd to pleafe, and mad nefs learned to charm : 

Rebellion foften'd into public loye^ 

And each enormous villain feem'd a Jove. 

Doubly deceiv'd, what Lelius could I find 

To chafe the phantoms, or to free the mind ? 

No Lelius came, no feraph lent his aid. 

No pitying genius whifper'd in the glade. 

It chanc*d that virtue heard th' untutorM lays, 
Stiir madly lifping with the voice of praife. 
She heard, as thro' the Mall thegoddefs ftray'd. 
When the gay world had peopled all the fiiade. 
Mild as the foftnefs of a vernal iky. 
Youth fluih'd her check, while caution arm'd her eye j 
Half loofe majeftic flowed her azure veft, 
A fpotlefs ruby bled upon her breaft. 
At every ftep kind nature felt her pow'r , 
Soft blew the zephyr, and foft fprung tht flow'r; 
A brighter frefhnefs hung on every green. 
And a new Eden ftole upon the fcene* 

Awhile Ihe paus'd, and with a frown furvcy'd 
The mingling fwarm of tatters and brocade. 
When, as the goddefs wav'd th* ethereal fpear^ 
Pride dropt her fmile, and artifice her tear ; 
Luft threw afide religion's borrowed grace, 
A leering fatyr gloated in her face ; 
The prude, who fainted at the name of « vice. 
Now hugg'd the bottle, and now grafp'd the dice; 
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While tortur'd with the town's obfcener ail» 
A faint ftood melting o'er a lufcious tale* 
Here, the bribe glitter'd in a courtier's hand i 
There, the grave patriot bellow'd— for a wand ; 
Full in his eye th' enchanting objeQ hung. 
And dying freedom gafp*d upon his tongue. 
AH who to Drury*? deadly ftews refort, 
Rob at the 'Change, or plunder in the court, 
Stripp'd of their mafques in wild diforder rofe. 
One with a halter, one without a nofe ; 
So oddly mix'd, fo excellently ill. 
Such mody (pedres of Quevedo's h^H ; 
'They'd ma|ce a jpfitit quit the abfolving chair, 
A brothel tremb)e, and a conclave ftare. 

So when, where Bedlam's air-drefs'd viiions dwell^p 
Tom ftfdks a ftraw-crown'd monarch in his cell ; 
Jnft as he foars tremendous to a god. 
And the wing'd thunder only waits his nod; 
Shudd'ring, he hears his keeper's furly tone. 
He hears, ^nd horror wraps his tott'ring throne ; 
Crowns drop their luftre, fcepters lofe their awe, 
3>obes fly to rags, and empires fink to flraw. 

** Learn Jience, fair virtue cry'd, miftaken youth, 
*' What various monfters wear the guife of truth. 
*' Deck'd with eacji grace, immortal merit fhews 
<* The cheek that reddens, and the foul that glows i 
*• With heav'n's own im^ge beaming in his eye, 
^' Man fmiles a dagger, and he looks a lie." 
She fpoke, and lo ! the long-mifguided fire, 
With every number, flept along the Ivrc, 
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Say then, my friend ! whofe virtues are my pride,. 
Whofe candour Tooths me, while thy precepts guide ; 
Thou whofe quick eye has lookM thro* every age, 
View'd every fcene, and ftudied every fage ; 
Say, fhall I praife th' efcutcheon's proud record^ 
When a loft Brutus finks into a lord ? 
With fulfome fing-fong after (hadows run. 
And dill miftake a meteor for a fun ? 
Shall I be filent, while from day to day 
Bellville in bagnios revels life away ; 
Flagitious drops the majefty of pow'r 
In the mad mifchiefs of the midnight hour ; 
' No flatt'rer left to daub, no friend to aid. 
By ftrumpets plundered, and by wits betrayM ? 

Rous'd at the thought, keen fatire fpums her chain*. 
Springs with new life, and pants in every vein. 
On vice impatient wreaks her gathering rage. 
And bids the tyrant bleed thro' all the page. 
Broods fhe in purple o'er the venal bar. 
Struts in a gown, or blazes in a ftar ; 
My pen fhall trace her out from (lave to (lave, 
ISTor dares oblivion fcreen her in the grave. 

Come then, ye felf-curs'd atheiib ! who degrade 
Truth to a found, and fcripture to a trade. 
Ye bearded fycophants ! who lif^ fupply 
With the warm fun-ihine of a minion's eye : 
Ye French editions of a Britifh fool : 
Abroad a cypher, and at home, a fool 1 
Ye 
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Fitly KD. 

• I 

Are 3roa mad ? or haveyoi^ loft all grace t 
Whsit, write a fatire when you want a place ! 
Holdf hold, for God's (ake, e'er your friend I?e%»|f 
A few ftout cords, and £f^ni yon to Manro *• 

Would you avoid the pedant's learned fneer f 
Awe tbe pert fop ? or foothe a dodor's ear ? 
Heedlefs of all the phantom fifters play'd, 
from cloud-topt Pindus p) the I^atiai) fh^de» 
Purfue deep fcience thro* her mazy road. 
Hunt every page, and crawl from code to code | 
Where mufty fyftems folid joy diipenfe. 
And wife Smiglecius fills the void of fenfe ; 
Or pro^ud fome more ipportant truths to leanu 
Pream o'er the labour'ci gloflarics of H;— n : 
So you may live, approv'd, perhaps prefer'd» 
Your wifdom gravely meafuPd by your beard* 

But foft-:rYo.uf aim's to civilize mankind. 
To wakp each focial virtue of the ^U)id ; 
To ftrip from vice the jg^ay ^gaife of art, 
And baf e the yillain lurking in the h^art ; 
^or this yop gra^ the falchion, fpread the &ield. 
^ pigmy Quixpt ip the 'li^ed field. 

Time was, when fatire j^icately nice 
Cou'd rou^e each virtue, and cou'd blaft each vice : 
^Tr^th learn'd ^o pl<pafe frpaj ^fop'js fabling tongue* 
And Rome grew virtuous when her ^nnius fung. 

f Phyfician to JB0il^ hofpital. 
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Once loft to goodnefs> but now lofl to ihame. 
We court diihonour, as we laugh'd at fame ; 
With the fame raptures plunge in ev'ry crime. 
The* fifty Oldhams ftab in ev*ry rhime. 

A native fin each vigorous Frenchman hails, 
Politely partial to his own Verfailles, 
There, toujours gai, he loves a loofer rein ; 
His Mifs la ContelTe^ and his wine Champagne* 
Britain, more generous, eyery vice provides. 
That Europe ripens, and that Afia hides. 
Th' enormous harveft to our ports confign'd. 
Loads every fhip, and bufies every wind. 
Soon a vaft group of follies croud the ihore. 
As foon they cloy .--Fly hence, and fetch as morei^ 
iQuick fpread th' impatient fail from pole to pole. 
Ye zephyrs, waft her ! and ye oceans, roll ! 

Strike whom you pleafe, and write whatever you will^ . 
If arpax will cheat, and PhilUs hide fpadille, 
Hircus in brothels impotep^ly toil. 
And Ve|*res murder merit with & fmile; 
^^rder, fecure of fame, for vulgar eyes 
Will ftill adore him, tho' the good defpife; 
At his rich coat and gorgeous ch^ot gaze, 
^|id lofe at onpe th' affaflin in the blaze. 

E'en Young himfelf, diftiiiguifli'd, lov'd, cared, 
Mark'd by each eye, and hifgg'd to every breail. 
Sees he among ^his yicious race of men 
One rafcal mended when he grafps the pen i 
Still at the levee fwarms the venal tribe. 
And ft ill corruption longs for every briber 
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AUTHOR. 

What then I If vice unblufhing hears the fage. 
Shall reafon flruggle in the check of age ? 
Shall truth fhut up in complaifance her heart. 
Young lend a finile, and fatire drop her dart? 
No, let the fiend-like heads of Hydra grow. 
Rife as he flrikes, and double from the blow; 
One honeft drudge our Hercules has found. 
To fear the moniler fproutiug in the wound. 

Come, come, O my friend 1 throw off this rifing frowns 
Nor curb my pafHon while you loofe your own. 
Oft have you bid proud Thrafo mend his life. 
Who kick'd a filler, and who ftarv'd a wife. 
Nay, infolently dar'd to tell her grace. 
That virtue made a goddefs, not the face. 

FRIEND. 

When briiker fpirits thro* the bofom roll. 
And life's mad tumult rulhes on the foul ; 
Each beardiefs Cato wings with aukward zeal 
His little arrow, e'er he learns to feel ; 
Fierce as old Apins, apes th' infulting air, 
Th' uplifted eye-brow, and the lordly ftarc. 
So I — ^But now that age with fmooth career 
Wafts cooler notions on my iixtieth year; 
Loft to each hope, each viiionary joy. 
Pomps that diflurb, and vanities that cloy; 
Heedleis what wit's qafhier'd, what fool's careft. 
Who lives an hero, or who lives a jeft, 
I view the world's romantic fcene pafs by, 
Au JMA ^ ali my anger in a iigh. 
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While thus my days ileal on the wing of time^ 
LJnftainM by wit, and gailtlefs of a rhyme, 
Jnnumber'd ills the dreaded fat'rift wait, 
Stand fail, Olympus! and fupport him^ Fate! 
See ! frantic dulnefs panting for the war, 
Grafps the keei^ fpear, and mounts th* imperial car» 
Shrill clarions found, attending furies yell. 
The Icngth'ning echo howls thro' ev*ry cell; 
Rous'd by th' infpiring clapg, each mighty fon. 
Congenial offspring of his fire, the Hun, 
Slides from his garret formidably gay. 
An human vulture dartine on his prey, 
AH they whofe fcience loads th' incumber'd iWl, 
Who wound the wainfcot, and who daub the waJU 
Luxurious rogues, that revel once ^ week 
On the rich feafl of viflo's and ox-cheek ; 
From the foft lyric to the wretch who fqualls 
The mint-born ballad at the end of Paul's, 
ground the flag in maitial pomp appear, 
C — 1 in the van, aQd O^n in the rear, 
Th' impatient battle joins, and lo ! at once 
The fame wild phrenfy fpreads from 4unce to 4uiiCf^ 
Fir'd with one foul, the fhirtlefs legions run. 
One hurls a journal, and one darts a puo. 
In fnip-fnap profe vindidive lightnings play. 
And loud hoarfe thunders rattle thro' the lay* 
Quick and more quick, the dire difcordant ain 
Jloars thro' each hall, and roars from inn to inq $ 
Wakes the loud horrors of the wrangling fchool. 
Where Prifcian bawU, and fool rcrechoes fboU 
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But fhoald you all the mighty mad. defeat. 
Who howl in Bedlam, ^nd who ftvn the Fleets 
See the pert critic tremble to engage. 
Wit blunt her fling, and envy drop her mge 3 
Yet can poor innocence to mercy awe 
Thofe deadlier peils, the harpies of the law ? 
Another P-*«-n ihields each worthlefs lord. 
Arms the dread fcourge, and wets the avenging {^n 
Where he, great g^ius ! throws his lettered eye. 
Truth flares a libel, honefty a lie. 
Young embryo treafons in each period jhine. 
And fancy 'd poifons kill thro* every line. 
He fure will curb you, tho' my precepts fail : 
No iloic bullies when he fmells a jail, 
Confcious that wifdom mounts her throne too late,, 
When doom'd to warble ethics thro' a grate. 

AUTHOR. 

Speak you of Claudius ? let the n^inxon rave^ 
Say P — tt's a fool, and Litt — n's a knave. 
Call wit a libel, and yet never fee 
Swords ^n a briefs or poifons in a fee. 
But from my foul all fcandal I detefl. 
Truth forms my numbers, as flie warms my breafl. 
Learns me to triumph o'er a pimp's difdain. 
And bids me laugh, when Claudius threats thechai 

What, (hall I iiriye. to .dignify difgrace i 
And hail a patriot. lefs?ning in a place ? 
Rear the proud trophy on a foldier's graved ^ 
Who liv'd a coward^ aod^who dy'da.flavcv^ 
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itll I on vice's pagewitry attend, 

roud to her car, and at her altars bend ? 

ather, where Indian funs thekrays un^al^j 

nd ripen half Potofi into gold, 

et me beneath a Spaniard's infult pine, 

rouch^to the fcourge^ and drndge from mine to mine; 

Yet is there one, my friend \ who fhines cOnifeft 
^ith all that heaven flamps upon the bi-eaft,' 
^ho^ nobly confcioux of paternal fire, 
seds the bright blaze, and beams upon his lif cv' 
line be the ta(k to fwell from day to day 
'h' applauding peean^ and the loud hnzza^ ' 
o bid our fons, with filial fbndneis warm, 
ye every grace, and copy every charm ; 
xplore his purpofe, catch his God-like ragt^ 
nd be the Maltons of another age. 
My verfe, you fay, will certainly offend : 
''ho? not the man whom virtue calls her Ai^nd. 
Irtue, like gold, of genuine worth po/Tefs'dj 
kines out more radiant when (he d^es the tefl» 
^ords arm her bofom, racks her vigour raife, 
nd all hell's fires but give her firength to blaze^ 
an truth then hurt her ? wound her facred «ar ^ 
'ake the keen pang ^ or ronze th' impdffionVl teftr ? 
''is true, the felfifii ^mercenary train, 
'^hom honours libel, and whom titles ftaiii-, 
ruck with the face in fatire's mirror fhown, 
rrhaps may tremble, and perhaps may frown, 
hanks to their rage, my days will happier flow, 
nd my joys brighten when a knave's my fbe^ 
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Vet think not that the mufey to (pleen reiigllM^ 
Aims monfter-like to fwallow up mankind. 
Bids her keen fhafts with baleful vengeance By^ 
Taint the pure breeze, and poifon half the iky, 
Or fond to fpread defirudion thro' the land^ 
Exalts with Nero as ihe lights the brand ; 
With honeft warmth ihe wiihes to controul 
Each deadly weed that bloiToms on the foul. 
That wildly vig'rous mocks at virtue's toil. 
That choaks the fcion, and that robs the foil * 
But fadly confcious that juft heav'n has made 
Each grace to border on its kindred ihade ; 
That in the gem feme fullying vein will run^ 
And the difk darken while there fhines a fun ; 
The melting image gains upon her heart. 
And fpite of jaftice half difarms the dart. 

O ! let mq then in fable's empire rove, 
Wher« talks the foreft, and where laughs the grove | 
Attend the goddefs thro' her airy fcene. 
Her pidures borrow, and her morals glean ^ 
From wolves and lions draw th' inflru^live tale^ 
And hide the glare of reafon in a veil. 

Bleft be the thought \ Here, guiltlefs of offence^ 
Difpaffion'd truth may fneer you into fenfe ; 
On vicious men her whole artill'ry play. 
Sublimely grave, or whimfically gay ; 
Thro' the wide world in moral vifion range. 
Glide thro' the court, and Ileal upon the ^Change; 
Lufl's rampant emprefs keenly*ey'd purfuc. 
Or op'ning in her paphos, or the ilew« 

Letharj 
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Lethargic juftice on the bench a^aiU 
Edge the dull fword, and poife th' unequal fcalc ;. 
With Rablais' jeft difplay th' officious knave. 
In life's mad vortex whirling to the grave ; 
Point at opinion's felf-embroider'd veft. 
Folly's gay plume, and pride's enormous creft. 
Each fr/enzy mortify, each vice confound. 
And felf-conviftion only feel the wound, 

A MONODY 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

M»s. MARGARET WOFFINGTON. 

Fhbilis indignos elegia fai've capillosy 

Ah ! nimii tx 'vero nunc tibi nomen erit* Ovib. 

TH E RE fled the fair^ that all beholders charmM, 
Whofe beauty fir'd us, and whofe fpirit wanii*4 L 
In that fad iigh th' unwilling breath retir'd ; 
The grace, the glpry of our fcene expir'd ! 
And fhall (he die, the mufe's rites unpaid. 
No grateful lays to deck her parting (hade } 
While on her bier the filler graces mourn. 
And weeping tragedy bedews her urn ? 
While comedy her chearful vein foregoes. 
And learns to melt with unaccudom'd woesf 
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AUTHOR. 

What then I If vice unblufhing hears the fage. 
Shall reafon flruggle in the check of age ? 
Shall truth fhut up in complaifance her heart. 
Young lend a fmile, and fatire drop her dart? 
No, let the fiend-like heads of Hydra grow. 
Rife as he ftrikes, and double from the blow; 
One honeft drudge our Hercules has found. 
To fear the monfter fprouting in the wound. 

Come, come, O my friend I throw off this riflng frowns 
Nor curb my pafHon while you loofe your own. . 
Oft have you bid proud Thrafo mend his life» 
WhokickM a fiHer, and who ftarv'd a wife. 
Nay, infolently dar'd to tell her grace. 
That virtue made a goddefs, not the face. 

FRIEND. 

When briflcer (pirits thro' the bofom roll. 
And life's mad tumult rufhes on the foul ; 
Each beardlefs Cato wings with aukward zeal 
His little arrow, e'er he learns to feel ; 
Fierce as old Apins, apes th' infulting air, 
Th' uplifted eye-brow, and the lordly ftare. 
So I — ^But now that age with fmooth career 
Wafts cooler notions on my fixticth year ; 
Loft to each hope, each yifionary joy. 
Pomps that diflurb, and vanities that cloy; 
Heedleis what wit's cafhier'd, what fool's careft. 
Who lives an hero, or who lives a jeft, 
I view the world's romantic fcene pafs by^ 
Aii4 ftide all my anger in a figh. 

^kile 
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: thus my days fteal on the wing of time^ 
'd by wit, and guiltlefs of a rhyme, 
ber'd ills the dreaded fat'rill wait, 
id, Olympus! and fupport him. Fate! 
in tic dulnefs panting for the war, 
the keei^ fpear, and mounts th' imperial car, 
iarions found, attending funes yell, 
gth'ning echo howls thro* ev'ry cell ; 
by th' infpiring clapg, each mighty (on, 
ial offspring of his fire, the Hun, 
rom his garret formidably gay, 
lan vulture darting on his prey, 
1 whofe fcience loads th' incumber'd ibUl, 
3und the wainfcot, and who daub the wajl, 
3US rogues, that revel once fi week 
rich feaft of vifto's and ox-cheek ; 
de foft lyric to the wretch who fqualls 
nt-born ballad at the end of Paul's^ 
. the flag in martial pomp appear, 
L the van, ai^d O— n in the rear, 
patient battle joins, and lo ! at once 
me wild phrenfy fpreads from dunce to duncc^ 
ith one foul, the fhirtlefs legions run» 
iris a journal, and one darts a puQ, 
-fnap profe vindidive lightnings play, 
ud hoarfe thunders rattle thro' the lay. 
and more quick, the dire difcordant ain 
:hro' each hall, and roars from inn to inq % 
the loud horrors of the wrangling fchool, 
Prifcian b»wl8> and fool rcrcchoes fooL 



6 z6S ) 

Bat (hooM you all the mighty mad.defeat. 
Who howl in 6edlam> ?Lnd who it«n the Fleets 
Sec the pert critic tremble to engage. 
Wit blunt her fling, and envy drop her rage ; 
Yet can poor innocence to mercy awe 
Thole deadlier pefts, the harpies of the law ? 
Another P-^n fhields each worthlefs lord. 
Arms the dread fcourge, and wets the avengiQg f^i 
Where he, great genius ! throws his lettered eye. 
Truth ftares a libel, honefly a lie. 
Young embryo treafons in each period fliine. 
And fancy 'd poifons kill thro* every line. 
He fure will curb you, tho' my precept^ fail : 
No ftoic bullies when he fmells a jail, 
Confcious that wifdom mounts her throne too late» 
When doom'd to warble ethics thro' a grate. 

AUTHOR. 

Speak you of Claudius ? let the minion rave,. 
Say P — tt's a fool, and Litt — n's a knave. 
Call wit a libel, and yet never fee 
Swords 4n a brief> or poifons in a fee. 
But from my foul all fcandal I deteflr. 
Truth forms my numbers, as flie warms my breaft. 
Learns me to triumph o'er a pimp's difdain. 
And bids me laugh, when Claudius threats thechai 

What, fhall I Ihiye to .dignify difgrace ? 
And hail a patriot. lefs?ning. in a place ? 
Rear the proud trophy on a foldier's grxv^ ^ 
Who liv'd a coward^ aod^who dy'da.flaives^ 
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Shtll I on vice's pagCMitry attend. 

Croud to her car, and at her altars bend ? 

Rather, where Indian funs their rays VLtxMig 

And ripen half Potofi into gold. 

Let me beneath a Spaniard's infult pine. 

Crouch to the fcourgci and dmdge from mine ta mine; 

Yet is there one, my friend ! who fliincs COiifeft 
With all that heaven flamps upon the breaft,' 
WhOi nobly confcious of paternal fire, 
Feeds the bright blaze, and beams npon Mstifcv 
Mine be the talk to fwell from day to day 
Th' applauding psean, and the loud hnzza; ' 
To bid our Tons, with filial fbndneis warm. 
Eye every grace, and copy every charm ; 
Explore his purpofe, catch his God-like rag'e^ 
And be the Maltons of another age. 

My verfe, you fay, will certainly offend : 
Who ? not the man whom virtue caills her fnthi^ 
Virtue, like gold, of genuine worth poflefs'd. 
Shines out more radiant when (he dares the teft» 
Swords arm her bofom, racks her vigour raife. 
And aU hell's fires but give her ftpength to blaze^ 
Can truth then hurt her ? wound her facred «ar? 
Wake the keen pang I or rouze th' impdfltonM tdr ? 
*Tis true, the felfifli mercenary train, 
Whom honours libel, and whom titles ftain-, 
■ Struck with the face in fatire's mirror fhown. 
Perhaps may tremble, and perhaps may frown. 
Thanks to their rage, my days will happier flow. 
And my joys brighten when a knave's my foe. 
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Vet think not that the mufey to fpleen reiigft*(i^ 
Aims monfter-like to fwallow up mankind. 
Bids her keen fhafts with baleful vengeance Ry^ 
Taint the pure breeze, and poifon half the iky. 
Or fond to fpread defirudion thro' the land> 
Exults with Nero as ihe lights the brand ; 
With honeft warmth ihe wifhes to controul 
Each deadly weed that bloiToms on the foul. 
That wildly vig'rous mocks at virtue's toil. 
That choaks the fcion, and that robs the foil * 
But fadly confcious that juft heav'n has made 
Each grace to border on its kindred ihade ; 
That in the gem fome fullying vein will run. 
And the difk darken while there fhines a fun ; 
The melting image gains upon her heart. 
And fpite of jaftice half difarms the dart. 

O ! let mQ then in fable's empire rove, 
Wher« talks the fore(l» and where laughs the grove | 
Attend the goddefs thro* her airy fcene. 
Her pidures borrow, and her morals glean ^ 
From wolves and lions draw th' inflru^live tale^ 
And hide the glare of reafon in a veil. 

Bleft be the thought ! Here, guiltlefs of offence^ 
Difpaffion'd truth may fneer you into fenfe ; 
On vicious men her whole artill'ry play. 
Sublimely grave, or whimfically gay ; 
Thro' the wide world in moral vifion range. 
Glide thro' the court, and Ileal upon the ^Change; 
Lufl's rampant emprefs keenly*ey'd purfiie. 
Or op'ning in her paphos, or the ftew« 

Letharg 
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Lethargic juftice on the bench a^aiU 
Edge the dull fword, and poife th' unequal fcalc ;, 
With Rablais' jeft difplay th' officious knave. 
In life's mad vortex whirling to the grave ; 
Point at opinion's felf-embroider'd veft. 
Folly's gay plume, and pride's enormous creft. 
Each fr/enzy mortify, each vice confound. 
And felf-conviftion only feel the wound, 

A M O N O D Y 

TO THE MEMORY OF- 

M»s. MARGARET WOFFINGTON. 

Fhbilis indignos ilegia fd've capillos^ 

Ab ! nimis tx *vero nunc tibi nomen erit, Ovib. - 

THERE fled the fair^ that all beholders charmM, 
Whofe beauty fir'd us, and whofe fpirit wanii*4 L 
In that fad iigh th' unwilling breath retir'd ; 
The grace, the glpry of our fcene expir'd ! 
And fhall (he die, the muie's rites unpaid. 
No grateful lays to deck her parting (hade f • j 

While on her bier the filler graces mourn. 
And weeping tragedy bedews her urn ? 
While comedy her chearful vein foregoes. 
And learns to melt with unaccudom'd woes ? 



Accept (O onee admir'd !) thefeartlefslay^; 
Accept this mite of tribataiy praife. 
O ! could I paint thee with a mailer's hand. 
And give thee all thy merits could demand ; 
Thefe lines fhould glow with true poetic flame. 
Bright as thy eyes, and faultlefs as thy frame ! 

We mourn'd thy abfence, from our icene rctir*dy 
Each longing heart again thy chafms defir'di 
Yet ftill, alas I we hop'd again to view 
Our wiih, our pleafure, tr^ry joy in you ! 
Again thy looks might grace the tragic rage i 
Again thy fpirit fill the comic ftage. 
But lo ! difeaie hangs hov'ring o'er thy head ; 
Dire d^iger ftalks arotind thy frighted bed ! 
"iThofe ftarry eyes have loft each beamy ray. 
And ghaftly ficknefs makes the fair her prey ! 
Death fhuts the fcene ! — and all our hopes are o^cf l' 
Thofe beauties now muft glad the iight no more t 

Say ye, whofe fe^ures youthful luftre bloon^ 
Whofe lips exhale Arabia's foft perfume, 
Muft ev'ry gift in fiient duft be loft. 
No more the wifti of mai\» or female bt>^ > 
Ah me ! with timer muft ev'ry grace be fled ! 
She, once the pride of all our ftage, is dead ! 
^ Glos'd are thofe eyes that ev'ry bofom fir'd ; 
Bale are thofe charms that ev'ry heart iufpir'd ! 
Where now the mien with majefty eodu'd. 
Which oft furpriz'd a ravUh'd audience view'd ? 

What forms too oft the tragic fcene difgrace / 
What caftelefs airs the comic fcen^ de&ce ? 
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Tho* tuneful Cibber ftill the mufe fuilains. 
By nature fram'd topoui- the moving ftrains, 
Tho* from her eye each heart-felt palfion breaks. 
And more than mufic warbles when fhe fpeaks ; 
When fhall we view again, like thine, conjoined, 
A form kngelic an,d a piercing mind ; 
Alike in cv'ry mimic fcenc to fteer. 
The gay, the grave, the lively, and fevere. 
Thy judgment faw, thy tafte each beauty caught. 
No fenfelefs parrot of the poet's thought ! 
Thy bofom well cou*d heave with fancy'd woe. 
And, from thy own, our tears were taught to flow. 
Whene'er we view'd the Roman's fullied fame. 
Thy beauty juftify'dthe liero's fhame. 
What heart but then muft Anthony approve. 
And own the world was nobly" loft for love ? 
What ears cou'd hear in vain thy caufe implor'd. 
When foothing arts appcas'd thy angry lord ? 
Each tender breaft the rough Ventidius blam'd. 
And Egypt gain'd the figh Odavia claim'd. 

rhy eloquence each hufh'd attention drew, 
V^hile love ufurp'd the tears to virtue due. 

See ! Phcedra rife majeftic o'er the fcene, 
Whzt raging pangs diftradV the haplefs, queen ! 
Eiow does thy fenfe the poet's thought refine. 
Beam thro' each word, and brighten ev'ry line ! 
iVhat nerve, what vigour glows in ev'ry part, . 
^hile clafiic lays appear with claflic art ! 

Who now can bid the proud Roxana rife, 
^'^ith love and anger fparkling in her eyes ? 



[ 274 .] 

Who novy (hall bid her breaft in fiiry glowv 
With all the femblance o£ imperial woe ? 
While the big pailiony raging in her veins. 
Would hold the maAcr of the world in chains^r * 
But Alexander now fcrfakcs her coaft :— 
Andy ah ! Roxana is for ever lofl ! 

Nor leis thy pow'r when rigid virtue fir*d 
The chafter bard, and purer thoughts infpir'd : 
What kneeling. form appears with lledfaft eyes,. 
Her bofom heaving with devotion's iighs ! 
*Tis Ihe ! in thee we own the mournful fcene. 
The fair reiemblance of a martyr * queen ! 
Here Guido's fkill might mark thy (peaking frame,* 
And catch from thee the painter's magic flame ! 

Blefl in each art ! by nature form'd to pleaie,. 
With beauty,^fenfe, with elegance and eafe !. 
Whofe piercing genius ftudy'd all mankind,. 
All Shakefpear op'ning to thy vig'rous miiuL 
In ev*ry fcene of comic humour known ; 
In fprightly fallies wit was all thy own. 
Whether you feem'd the cit^s more humble wife ;; 
Gr fhone in Townley's higher fphere of life : 
Alike thy fpirit knew each turn of wit ; 
And gave new force to all the poet writ^. 

Nor was thy worth to public fcenes confln'd,. 
Thou knew'ft the noblefl feelings of the mind :. 
Thy ears were ever open to diftrefs ; 
Thy ready hand was evep ftretch'd- to blefs* 

• Lady Jaiie Grey, A61 V. 
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Thy breaft huAiane foi^ each unhappy felt ; 
Thy heart for other's forrows prone to melt. 
In vain did envy point her rcoi|)ion fting ; 
In vain did malice fliake her blafting wing : 
Each gen'rous breaft difdain'd th* unpleafing talc. 
And caft o'er ev'ry fault oblivion's veil : 
Confefs'd thro* ev'ry cloud, thy deeds to fhine^ 
And own'd the virtues of compailipn thine I 
Saw mild benevolence her wand difclofe^ 
And touch thy heart at ev'ry fufPrer's woes : 
Saw meek*ey'd charity thy fteps attend. 
And guide thy hand the wretched to befriend : 
Go, afk the breaft that teems with mournful fighs^ 
Who wip*d the forrows frbm aifliftion's eyes : 
Go, alk the wretch, in want and ficknefs laid, 
Whofe goodnefs brighten'd once misfortune's ihade. 

O! fnatch me hence to lone fequefter'd fcenes. 
To arching grottoes-and embow*4*ing greens ! 
Where fcarce a ray can- pierce the diiflcy ihade. 
Where fcarce a footltep marks the dewy glade ; 
Where pale hu'd grief her fecret dwelling keeps ; 
Where the chill blood with lazy horror creeps : 
Where awful filence fpreads her noifelefs wing; 
And forrow's harp may tune the difmal ftring.— 
Or rather lead my fteps to diftant plains. 
Where clofijig earth enfolds her laft remains : 
What time the moon diiplays her filver beam. 
And groves and floods refled the milder gleam : 
When contemplation broods' with thought profound. 
And fairy vifions haunt the fylvan ground, 

S 2 Ia\ 
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Lo \ f^cy sew, en airr pinians Iprezd, 
\Slcli (cescs ideal hovers o^er mj licad. 
I fix ! I ^ ! flKsr^ plrar.ng Uieaics arile : 
Whst m\-ftic Cindcv^ fiit heftnc mj cjes ! 
Lsigmarkm paints theCxredgrore, 
The place dcrcte to poely and knre. 
Here gratefvl poea hail the aAors' name. 
And pav the rigktfal tribute to their fame : 
Anmnd their tomb, in gen^roiu ibirov, mouriu 
And twine the lisrcls o'er the ^ronr^d urn. 

Methinks I view the Ltfi fi^polchral frame. 
That bears inicribM her mnch-lamented name. 
See ! to mj view the drama's fonj difplay'd ; 
'tt'hat laorell'd phantoms croud the awful (hade L 
Firft cf the choir immortal Shakefpear ftands, 
Whofe fearching e}'e all nature's fccne commands 
Bright in his look cele&ial fpirit blooms,. 
And genius o'er him waves his eagle plumes ! 
Next tender Southern, fkiird the (bul to move ;. 
And gentle Rcwe, who times the breaft to love. 
The v,i:t>- CoDgreve near with fprightly mien : 
And C2![y Farquhar v. ith his lighter fcene. 
A num'rous train of bards the ihrine (urround,. 
In trngic ilmins and comic lore renown*d. 

See ! on the tomb yon pen£ve form appear. 
Heave the full figh, and drop the frequent tear : 
The garments Icofe her throbbing bofom ihow ; 
Dirpcrs'd in air her carelefs treses flow : 
Round her pale brows a m rtle wreath is fpread^ 
A gloomy cypreis nods above her head^ 



lee ! while her hand a folemn lyre fuftains, 

ler trembling fingers wake the languid fcrains : 

Joft to the touch the vocal firings reply, 

\nd tune the notes to anfwer ev'ry figh, 

5he (child of grief!) at human mis'ry weeps; * 

\x. t\^rf death her dlfmal vigil keeps. 

Bat chief fhe mourns, when fate's relentlefs doom 

Sives wit and be::uty vidims to the tomb. 

Her lays their merits and their lofs proclaim, 

(A mournful talk !) and elegy her name I 

Now bending o'er the pile fhe vents her moan. 

And pours thefe forrows o'er the fenfelefs flonc. 

Ah ! lofl, for ever lofl ! the breath that warm'd,- 
The wit that ravifh'd, and the mien that charm'd ! 
Here fleeps, beneath, the faireft of the fair. 
The graces' darling, and the muies' care ! 
SV'ho once could fix a thoufand gazers eyes, 
Vow cold and lifelefs unregarded lies ! 
Vho once the foul in bonds of love detain'd, 
•I^ow lies, alas ! in flronger bonds reftrain'd. 
^ale death has rifled all her pleafing flore, , 
^nd Nature ^oaths a form fo lov'd before ! 
^ there a fair whofc features point the dart, 
'liarm the fix'd eye, and fafcinate the heart ? 
eJiold what foon difarms the childifh fling, 
wXid plucks the wanton plume from Cupid's wing : 
*hen boaft no longer wit's fallacious flore; 
*lie fweets of fprightly converfe boaft no more : 
^liofc lips fo fram'd.to each perfuafive art, 
r<p more fhall touch the ear, and win the heart I 
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Let beauty here her tranflent blefling weigh ; 

Let humble wit her pitying tribute pay ; 

Let female grace vouchfafe the kindly tear ; 

Wit, grace, and beauty, once were center'd here I 

Ye facred bards, who tun'd the drama's lays. 

Here pay your incenfe of difUnguifh'd praiie I 

She gave your fcenes with ev'ry grace to fhine ; 

She gave new feeling to the nervous line : 

Her beauties well fupply'd each tragic lore. 

And (hew'd thofe charms your mufe but feign 'd before I 

Here round her fhrine your votive wreaths beftow. 

Around her jQirine eternal greens fhall grow. 

The lifl'ning grcvcs fhall learn her name to fijig, f 

And zephyrs waft it on their downy wing j ' 

Till ev'ry Ihade thefe doleful founds return. 

And ev'ry gale in fullen dirges mourn ! 

The mourner ends with Aghs ; her hand fhe rears. 
And with her vefture dries the gulhing tearjs. 
Behold each bard the foft contagion feels ; 
From cv'ry eye the trickling forrow fleals. 
See 1 Nature's fon lament her haplefs doom. 
See I Shakefp(;ar bending o'er his fav'rite's tomb« 
Each Ihadowy form declines his awful head. 
And fcatters rofes on the fun'ral bed. 
In flow procefTion round the fhrine they move^ 
And chant her praifes thro' the tuneful groydt . 

Farewel the glory of a wondring age. 
The fecond Oldfield of a finking flage I 
Farewel the boaft and envy of thy kind^ 
A fejnale fbftnefs, and a manly ^miud! 
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\aOTvg as the mufesc^n recqfc^ thy pj-alfe. 
Thy fame ihall lail to fi^- fucceeding days : 
While wit furvives, thy name fhall ever bloom. 
And wreaths unfading flourifh roun^d thy tomb ! 
While thus I tune the plaintive notes in vainy. 
For her, whofe worth demands a nobler ftrain ; 
Lo ! to my thought fbme warning genius ^cries : 
.Attempt not, fwain, beyond thy flight to rife. 
Shall thy weak ikill attempt to f aiie our woes. 
Or paint a lofs that ev'ry bofom knows f 
^Tis not thy lays can teach us tears to fhed; 
What «ye refraiHS?— for Woffington is dead t 
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« TTENG.EANCE, arifetfom thy infernal bed, 
V '< And pour thy tempeft on his guilty headi'* 
Thus heavVs decree, in thunder's found, r 
Shook the dark abyfs profound.— . .-. c„ . , 

The unchain'd furies come ! 
Pale melancholy ftalks from hell : 
Th* abortive offspring of her womb, 
Defpair and Anguiih, round her yell. 

i 
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Vet think not that the mufey to fpleen reiigft'ct^ 
Aims monfter-like to fwallow up mankind. 
Bids her keen fhafts with baleful vengeance fly^ 
Taint the pure breeze, and poifon half the fky. 
Or fond to fpread deflru£lion thro' the land^ 
Exults with Nero as ihe lights the brand ; 
With honeft warmth ihe wilhes to controul 
Each deadly weed that blo^oms on the foul. 
That wildly vig'rous mocks at virtue's toil. 
That choaks the fcion, and that robs the foil $ 
But fadly confcious that juft heav'n has made 
Each grace to border on its kindred ihade ; 
That in the gem fome fullying vein will run. 
And the diik darken while there fhines a fun ; 
The melting image gains upon her heart. 
And fpite of juftice half difarms the dart. 

O ! let mQ then in fable's empire rove, 
Wher« talks the foreft, and where laughs the grove | 
Attend the goddefs thro' her airy fcene. 
Her pidures borrow, and her morals glean > 
From wolves and lions draw th' inflrufbive tale. 
And hide the glare of reafon in a veil. 

Bleft be the thought ! Here, guiltlefs of offence^ 
Difpaffion'd truth may fneer you into fenfe ; 
On vicious men her whole artill'ry play. 
Sublimely grave, or whimfically gay ; 
Thro' the wide world in moral viiion range. 
Glide thro' the court, and ileal upon the 'Changtf ; 
Luil's rampant emprefs keenly*ey'd purfiie. 
Or op'ning in her paphos, or the ilew. 

Letha 
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Lethargic juftice on the bench a^ail^ 
Edge the dull fword, and poife th' unequal fcak ;, 
With Rablais' jeft difplay th' officious knave. 
In life's mad vortex whirling to the grave ; 
Point at opinion's felf-embroider'd veil. 
Folly's gay plume, and pride's enormous creA, 
Each frjenzy mortify, each vice confound. 
And felf-conviftion only feel the wound, 

A MONODY 

> 

TO THE MEMORY OF- 

Mils. MARGARET WOFFINGTON. 

FkbiUs inJignos elegia ftd've capillot^ 

Ah! nimis ex ifero nunc tibi nomen erJt. Ovxo. 

THERE fled the faio that all beholders charm'd, 
Whofe beauty fir*d us, and whofe fpirit warm^il I 
In that fad iigh th' unwilling breath retir'd ; 
The grace, the glory of our fcene expir'd ! 
And fhall (he die, the muie's rites unpaid. 
No grateful lays to deck her parting (hade ? 
While on her bier the (ifter graces mourn, 
And weeping tragedy bedews her urn ? 
While comedy her chearful vein foregoes. 
And Icariis to melt with unaccuftom'd woes ? 
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Accq>t (O onee admir'd!) tbdeartkfi lay^; • 
Accept this mite of tribataiy praife. 
O ! could I paint thee with a mailer's hand. 
And give thee iJi thy merits coold demand ; 
Tlicfe lines (hoold glow with troe poetic flame. 
Bright as thy cyet, and fimltle^ as thy frame ! 

We moam'd thy abfence, from our fcene retir*dy 
Each longing heart again thy chafms defir'd^ 
Yet flilly alas ! we hop'd again to view 
Our wifh, our j^eafure, tr^ry joy in you ! 
Again thy looks might grace the tragic rage i 
Again thy fpirit fill the comic ftage. 
But lo ! difeafe hangs hov'ring o'er thy head ; 
Dire danger ftalks around thy frighted bed ! 
"iThofe ftarry eyes have loft each beamy ray. 
And ghaftly ficknefs makes the fair her prey i 
Death ihuti the fcene ! — and all our hopes are o^ef !- 
Thofe beauties now muft glad the fight no more 1 

Say ye, whofe fefatures youthful luftre bloonx* 
Whofe lips exhale Arabia's foft perfume, 
Muft ev'ry gift in fHent duft be loft. 
No inore the wifti of mai\i or female bb/dl ? 
Ah me ! with timef muft ev'ry grace be fled ! 
She, once'the pride of all our ftage, is dead I 
^ Glos'd are thofe eyes that ev'ry bofbm fir'd ; 
£ale are thofe charms that ev'ry heart iufpir'd ! 
Where now the mien with majefty eudu'd. 
Which oft furpriz'd a ravifh^d audience view'd ? 

What forms too oft the tragic fcene difgrace / 
What caftclefs airs th^ comic fcen* de&ce ? 

in 
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Tho' tuneful Cibber ftill the mufe fuflalns, 
By nature fram'd to pour the moving ftrains, 
Tho' from her eye each heart-felt paflion breaks. 
And more than mufic warbles when ihe (peaks ; 
When Ihall we view, again, like thine, conjoined, 
A form kngelic and a piercing mind ; 
Alike in ev'ry mimic fcene to fteer. 
The gay, the grave, the lively, and fevere. 
Thy judgment faw, thy tafte each beauty caught. 
No fenfelefs parrot of the poet's thought ! 
Thy bofom well cou*d heave with fancy'dwoe. 
And, from thy own, our tears were taught to flow. 
Whene'er we view'd the Roman's fuUied fame. 
Thy beauty juftify'd the heroes fhame. 
What heart biit then muft Anthony approve. 
And own the world was nobly loft for love ? 
What ears cou'd hear in vain thy caufe implor'd, 
Wheh foothing arts appeas'd thy angry lord ? 
Each tender breaft the rough Ventidius blam'd. 
And Egypt gain'd the figh Odtavia claim'd. 

Thy eloquence each hufh'd attention drew, 
V^hile love ufurp'd the tears to virtue due. 

See ! Phoedra rife majeftic o'er the fcene. 
What raging pangs diftradl the haplefs. queen ! 
How does thy fenfe the poet's thought refine. 
Beam thro' each word, and brighten ev'ry line ! 
What nerve, what vigour glows in ev'ry part, . 
While clailic lays appear with claflic art ! 

Who now can bid the proud Roxana rife, 
With love and anger fparkling in her eyes ? 

S \Vii9 
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WEo BO\y ihall bid her breaH in tary glow^ 
With all the femblance of imperial woe ? 
While the big paffionr raging in her veins. 
Would hold the mafler of the world in chains-r 
But' Alexander now forfakes her coaft :— 
And, ah ! Roxana is for ever lofl ! 

Nor leis thy pow*r when rigid virtue fir'd 
The chafter bard, and purer thoughts infpir'd : 

■ 

What kneeling. form appears with iledfaft eyes,. 
Her bofom heaving with devotion's lighs ! 
*Tis fhe ! in thee we own the mournful fcene. 
The fair rcfemblance of a martyr * queen ! 
Here Guido's (kill might mark thy fpeaking fram< 
And catch from thee the painter's magic flame ! 

BleU iii each art ! by nature form'd to pleafe,. 
With beauty,</fenfe, with elegance and eafe !. 
Whofe piercing genius ftudy'd all mankind,. 
All Shakefpear op'ning to thy vig'rous mind^ 
In ev'ry fcene of comic humour known ; 
In fprightly fallies wit was all thy own. 
Whether you feem'd the cit's more Itomble wife ;; 
Gr ihone in Townley's higher fphere of life : 
Alike thy fpirit knew each turn of wit ; 
And gave new force to all the poet writ^. 

Nor was thy worth to public fcenes confin'd,. 
Thou knew'ft the nobleft feelings of the mind : 
Thy ears were ever open to diftrefs ; 
Thy ready hand was eve* ftretch'd- to blefs* 

♦ Xady Jane Grey, Aft V. 
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Thy breaft huAlane for each unhappy felt ; 
Thy heart for other's forrows prone to melt. 
In vain did envy point her fcoi^ion fting ; 
In vain did malice (hake her blafting wing : 
Each gen'rous breaft difdain*d th* unpleafing tale. 
And caft o'er ev'ry fault oblivion's veil : 
Confefs'd thro* ev'ry cloud, thy deeds to ftiine^ 
And own'd the virtues of compailipn thine ! 
Saw mild benevolence her wand difclofe. 
And touch thy heart at ev'ry fuPrer's woes : 
Saw meek^ey'd charity thy fteps attend. 
And guide thy hand the wretched to befriend : 
Go, a(k the breaft that teems with mournful fighi^ 
Who wip'd the forrows fr6m afHidion's eyes: 
Go, aik the wretch, in want and iicknefs laid, 
Whofe goodnefs brighten'd once misfortune's fhade. 

O ! fnatch me hence to lone fequefter'd fcenes^ 
To arching grottoes-and embow'jing greens ! 
Where fcarce a ray can- pierce the diifky fhade. 
Where fcarce a footftep marks the dewy glade ; 
Where pale hu'd grief her fecret dwelling keeps ; 
Where the chill blood with lazy horror creeps : 
Where awful filence fpreads her noifelefs wing; 
And forrow's harp may tune the difmal firing.— 
Or rather lead my fteps to diftant plains. 
Where clofgig earth enfolds her laft remains : 
What time the moon diiplays her filver beam. 
And groves and floods refledl the milder gleam : 
When contemplation broods' v,'ith thought profound^ 
And fairy vifions haunt the fylvan ground, 
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Lo ! fancy now, on airy pinion^ fpread. 
With fcenes ideal hovers o'er my head. 
I fee ! I fee ! more pleafing themes arife : 
What myftic fhadows flit before my eyes ! 
Imagination paints the facred grove. 
The place devote to poefy and love. 
Here grateful poets hail the adlors' name. 
And pay the rightful tribute to their fame ; 
Around their tomb, in gen'rous forrow, moura» 
And twine the laurels o'er the favoured urn. 

Methinks I view the lad fepulchral frame, * 
That bears infcrib'd her much-lamented name. 
See ! to my view the drama's fons difplay'd ; 
What laurell'd phantoms croud the awful (hade L 
Firfl of the choir immortal Shakefpear (lands, 
Whofe fearching eye all nature's fcene commands i 
Bright in his look celeftial fpirit blooms,. 
And genius o'er him waves his eagle plumes ! 
Next tender So»thei"n» fkill'd the foul to move ;. 
And gentle Rcwe, who tunes the bread to love. 
The witty Congreve near with fprightly mien : 
And eafy Farquhar v.ith his lighter fcene. 
A num'rous train of bards the ihrine furround,. 
Jn tragic drains and comic lore renown'd. 

See ! on the tomb yon penfive form appear. 
Heave the full ligh, and drop the frequent tear ; 
The garments loofe her throbbing bofom fhow ; 
Difpcrs'd in air her carelefs trelTes flow : 
Round her pale brows a m; rtle wreath is fpread, 
A gloomy cypreis nods above her head* 
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! while her hand a folemn lyre fuflains, 
r trembling fi rigers wake the languid fcrains : 
t to the touch the vocal firings reply, 
d tune the notes to anfwer ev'ry figh, 
J (child of grief!) at human mis'ry weeps ; 
ev'ry death her difmal vigil keeps. 
I chief fhe mourns, when fate's relentlefs doom 
ves wit and beauty vidims to the tomb. . .... 

r lays their merits and their lofs proclaim, 
mournful tafk !) and elegy her name I 
•w bending o'er the pile fhe vents her moan, 
d pours thefe forrows o'er the fenfelefs flone. 
Ah 1 loft, for ever loft ! the breath that warm'd,- . 
10 wit that ravifh'd, and the mien that charm'd ! 
re fleeps, beneath, the faireft of the fair, 
le graces' darling, and the mufes' care ! 
bo once could" fix a thoufand gazers eyes, 
►w'cold and lifelefs unregarded lies ! 
ho once the foul in bonds of love detain'd, 
►w lies, alas ! in ftronger bonds reftrain'd. 
le death has rifled all her pleafing flore, , 
,d Nature ^oaths a form fo lov'd before I 
there a fair whofe features point the dart, 
larm the fix'd eye, and fafcinate the heart ? 
hold what foon difarms the childifh fling, 
id plucks the wanton plume from Cupid's wing : 
len boaft no longer wit's fallacious ftore ; 
le fweets of fprightly converge boafl no more : 
Lofe lips fo fram'd to each perfuafive art, 
» more fhall touch the ear, and win the heart I 
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Let beauty here her tranfient bleffing weigh 5 
Let humble wit her pitiying* tribute pay ; 
Let female grace vouchfafe the kindly tear ; 
Wit, grace, and beauty, once were center'd here I 
Ye facred bards, who tun'd the drama's lays. 
Here pay your incenfe of diflinguifh'd praiie ! 
She gave your fcenes with ev'ry grace to fhine ; 

She gave new feeling to the nervous line : 
Her beauties well fupply'd each tragic lore. 

And fhew'd thofe charms your mufe but feign'd before ! 

Here round her fhrine your votive wreaths bellow. 

Around her fhrine eternal greens Ihall grow. 

The lift'ning groves fhall learn her name to liiig» 

And zephyrs waft it on their downy wing ; 

Till ev'ry ihade thefe doleful founds return. 

And ev'ry gale in fullen dirges mourn I 

The mourner ends with fighs ; her hand flie rears. 

And with her vefture dries the gulhing tears. 

Behold each bard the foft contagion feels j 

From ev'ry eye the trickling forrow fteals. 

See 1 Nature's fon lament her haplefs doom. 

See 1 Shakefpear bending o'er his fav'rite's tomb« 

Each fhadowy form declines his awful head. 

And fcatters rofes on the fun'ral bed. 

In flow proceffion round the fhrine they move^ 

And chant her praifes thro' the tuneful grovdt 
Farewel the glory of a wondring age. 

The fecond Oldfield of a finking flage 1 

Farewel the boaft and envy of thy kind, 

A fejnale fbftnefs, and a manly ^mind 1 
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Liong as the mufescan record thy;pfajire» 
Thy fame ihall laft to far fucceeding days : 
While wit furvives, thy name fhall ever bloom. 
And wreaths unfading flourifh round thy tomb ! 

While thus I tune the plaintive notes in vaia, , 
For her, whofe worth demands a nobler ftrain ; 
IiO ! to my thought fbme warning genius cries : 
.Attempt not, fwain, beyond thy flight to rife. 
Shall thy weak ikill attempt to ratie our woes, / 

Or paint a lofs that ev'ry bofom knows ? 
^Tis not thy la3rs can teach us tears to fhed; 
What eye refrains ?— for Woifington is dead ! 

The cur E of S A U L. - 

r 
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VE N G.E AN C E, arife fiom thy infernal bed, 
•'* And pour thy tempeft on his guilty "head J'* 
Thus heav'A's decree,- in thunder's found. i 
Shook the dark abyfs profound.— . • -^r^ \ 

The unchain'd furies come ! 

• • .■..■. 

Pale melancholy ftalks from hell : 
Th' abortive offspring of her womb, 
Defpair and Anguiih, round her yell. 

S4 M. 
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By flccplefs terror Saul poiTefsMy 
Deep feels the £end within his tortur'd breaft. 
Midnight ipedres round him howl : 
Before his eyes 
In troops they riic. 
And feaar of horror overwhelm his foul. 

Hafle r to Jefle's Ton repair : 
He beft can fweep the lyre. 
Wake the folemn ibunding air. 
And lead the Tocal choir c . 
On ev'ry firing ;feft-breathing raptures dwell. 
To footh the throbl)ing« of the troubled breaft ; 
Whofe magic voice can bid the tides of paflion fwell, 
fOr luU the raging ftorpi to reft. 

Sunk on his couch, and loathing (d^y, 
Th«-heav*n-forfaken monarch lay:' 
To the fad couch the fhepjSi^r^. now drew near : 
And, while th' obedient choir flood round, 
Prepar'd to catch the foulrcommanding fo]^nd» 
He dropp'd a*gen'rous tear.— 
'^hy pitying aid, O God, impar;t ! 
^ For Jo, thy poifbii'd arrows drink his heart I 

The mighty fong froin Chaos rofe.-r- 
Around his throne the formlefs atoms deep. 
And drowfy darknefs broods upon the deep. — r 
Confufron, wake ! 
Bid the realms of Chaos fhake ! 
Roufe him from his dread repofe tr- 



Hark 



4. 



C 281 3 

Hark ! loud difcord breaks her chain : 

The hoftilc atoms clafll with deaPning roar : 

Her hoarfe voice thunders through the drear domain. 

And kindles ev'ry element to war.— 

*' Tumult ceafe ! . 

" Sink to peace ! 
" Let there be light !"— Th* Almighty faid : 

And lo, the radiant fun. 

Flaming from his orient bed, 

Kis endlefs courfc begun. 

See, the twinkling Pleiads rife : 
Thy liar, Orion, reddens in the Ikies : 

While flow around the northern plain^ 
Ardlurus wheels his mighty wane. 

Thy glories, too, refulgent moon, he fung; . 

Thy myftic mazes, " and thy changeful ray : 
O faireft of the ftarry throng ! 
Thy folemn orb of light 
Guides the triumphant car of night 

O'er filver clouds, and Iheds a fofter day I 

Ye planets, and each circling conftejlation. 
In fongs harmonious tell your generation ! 
Oh, while yon radiant feraph turns the ipheres^ 
And on the ftedfaft pole-flar (lands fublime ; 

Wheel your rounds 

To heav'nly founds ; 
And footh his fong-inchanted ears 

With your celeilial chime. 
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In dumb fbrprize the lift'ning monarch .fay ; 
(His woe fufpended by fweet mufic's fway /) 
And awc-flrucky with uplifted eye 
Mus'd on the new-born wonders olf the Iky. 

Lead the foothing vcrfe along,: 

He feels, he feels the pow'r of fong. — 
Ocean hallens to his bed : * 
The laboring mountain rears his rock-encumber'fi hea< 

Down his ftecp and ihaggy fide 

The torrent rolls his thund'ring tide ; s 
Then fmooth and clear, along the fertile plain 
Winds his majedic waters to the diilant main. 

Flocks and herds the hills adorn : 

The lark, high-foaring, hails the morn. 
And while along yon-crimfon-clouded fteep 
The flow fun (teals into the golden deep. 

Hark ! the folemn nightingale 

Warbles to the woodland dale. 
See, defcending angels fhow'r 

Heav'n's own blifs on Eden's bowV: 

Peace on Nature's lap repofes ; 

Pleafure ftrews her guiltlefs rofcs : 

Joys divine in circles move, 

Link'd with innocence and love. 
Hail, happy love, with innocence combin'd! 
All hail, ye finlefs parents of mankind ! 

* 
They paus'd :— the monarch, proflrate on his bed, 

Submiifive bow'd his head ; 

Adoi 
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Ador'd the works of boundJcfs powV divine : 
Then, anguifh-ftruck, he cry'd (and fmote his breaft) 
Why, why is peace the welcome gndk 
Of ev'ry heart but mine ! , 

Now let the folemn numbers flow. 
Till he feel that guilt is woe. 

Heav'iily harp, in mournful drain 

O'er yon weeping bow'r complain : 

What founds of bitter pangs I hear ! 

What lamentations wound mine ear i 
In vain, devoted pair, thefis tears ye (hed : 

Peace with innocence is fled. 

The meflengers of grace depart : 

Death glares, and fliakes the dreadful dart! 
Ah, whither fly ye, by yourfelves abhorrM, 
To fliun that frowning cherub's fiery fword ?— • 

Lo! 

Haplefs, haplefs pair» 

Goaded by defpair, * 

Forlorn, thro' defart climes they go I 
Wake, my lyre ! can pity fleep. 
When heav'n is mov'd, and angels weep ! 

Flow, ye melting numbers, flow ; 

Till he feel, that guilt is woe.— • 

The king, with pride, and fiiame, and angoifli ioniy 
Shot fury from his eyes, and fcorn* 
The glowing youth> 
Bold in truth. 
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(So dlll ihould virtue guilty pow'r engage) 

Witk b-row undaunted met his rage. 
Sec, his cheek kindles into gen'rous fire : 

Stern, .he bends him o'er his lyre; 

And, while the doom of guilt he iings. 

Shakes horror from the tortur'd firings. 
What founds of terror and diftreft 
Rend yon howling wildernefs ! 

The drpadful thunders (bund ; 
The forked lightning* flafh along the ground. 

Why yawns that deepening gulph below ?— 

'Tis for heav'n's rebellious foe : — 

Fly, ye fons of Ifrael, fly, 

Who dwells in Korah's guilty tents muft die f— 

They fink '.—Have mercy. Lord ! — Their cries 

In dreadful tUmuU rife. 
Hark, from the deep their loud laments I hear I . 

They leiTen now, and lefTen on the ear ! 

Now, deflruftion's flrife is o'er I 

The countlefs hoft 

For ever loll ! 
The gulph is clos'd ! — Their cries are heard no more I — 

But oh, my lyre, what accents can relate 
Sinful man's appointed fate ! 

He comes, he <;omes ! th* avenging God ! 

Clouds and darknefs round him rowl : 

Tremble, earth ! Ye mountains, nod ! 

He bows the feics, and ihakes the pole. 

The 
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The gloomy banners of his wrath unfurl'd^ 
He calls the floods, to drown a guilty world : 
Ruin, lift thy baneful head J 
Rouze the guilty world from fleep : 
** Lead up thy billows from their cavcrn'd bcd» 
** And burfl the rocks that chain thee in the deep.-** 
Now, th' impetuous torrents rife ; 
The hoarfe-afcending deluge roars : 
Down ru(h the cataracts from the fkies ; 
The fwelling waves o*^erwhelm the (hores* 
Juft, O God, is thy decree ! 
Shall guilty man contend with thee ! 
Lo, hate and envy, fea-intomb'd. 
And rage with luft in, ruin fleep ; 
And fcofling luxury is doom'd 
To glut the vaft and rav'nous deep !— 
In vain from fate th' adonifli'd remnant flies :— 
" Shrink, ye rocks ! Ye oceans, rife !'* — 
The tott'ring cliiFs no more the floods controul ; 

Sea following fea ingulphs the ball : 
O'er the funk hills the watry mountains rolt^ 

And wide deftruftion fwallows aH! — 
Now fiercer let th' impaflion'd numbers glow ; 
Swell the fong, ye mighty choir ! 
Wing your dreadful darts with ^rc ! 
Hear me, monarch ?— Guilt rs woe !— 

Thus while the frowning (hepherd pour'd along 

The deep impetuous torrent of his fong ; 
Saul, flung by dire defpair, 
Gnafli'd his teeth, and tore his hairr 
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From his bloody by horror chill'd, 

A cold and. agonizing fweat diilill'd : 

Then, foaming with unutterable fmart^ 
He aim'ti a dagger at his heart* 
His watchful train prevent the blow ; 

^nd call each' lenient balm, to footh his ^antic w6e : 
But pleas'd» the fkepherd- now beheld 
His pride by heav'n's own terrors quell'd j 
Then bade his potent Jyre controul 
The mighty ftorm that rent his foul. 

Ceafe your cares : the body's pain 

A fweet relief may find : 
But gums and lenient balms are vain 

To heal the wounded mind» 

Come, fair Repentance, from the Ikiest 

O fainted maid, with upcaft eyes ! 

Defcend in thy celellial ihrowd. 

Veiled in a weeping cloud ! 

Holy guide, defcend, and bring 

Mercy from th* eternal king 1 

To his foul your beams impart. 

And whifper comfort to his heart !— 

They come : O kingr thine ear incline : 
Liften to their voice divine : 
Their voice fhall ev'ry pang compofe. 
To gentle forrow footh thy woes ; 
Till each pure wifh to heav'n Ifhall foar, 
And peace return, to part no more ! 
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Behold, obedient to their great command^ 
The lifted dagger quits his tremWing hand : 

Smooth'd is hi^ brow, where Allien care 
And furrow'd horror, couch'd with fell deipsdr r 

No more his eyes with fury glow 5 
But hcav'nly grief fuccecds to hell-bom woe^ 

See, the iigns of grace appear ; 

See the foft relenting tear 

Trickling at fwect mercy's call ! 

Catch it, angels, ere it fall ! 

And let the heart-fen t oiFering rife, • 

Hcav'n's bcH-acccptcd facrifice !— 

Vet, yet again ? — Ah fee, the pang returns ; 
Again with inward fire his heaving bofom burns f 

Now, fliepherd, wake a mightier drain ; 

Search the deep, heart-rending pain ; 

Till the large floods of forrow roll. 

And quench the tortures of his fbuL 
Almighty Lord, accept his pang fincerc ! 
Let heav'niy hope difpel each dark temptation !' 

And, while he pours the penitential tear, 
O vilit him. with thy falvatioji !— 

Stoop fiK)m heav'n,. ye raptur*d throng:* 

Sink, ye fwelling tides of fong ! 
For lo ! diiTolv'd by mulic's melting pow'r, 
Celeftial forrow rolls her plenteous IhowV. 
O'er his wan cheek the colours rife. 
And beams of comfort brighteti in his eyes. 



Has!^-^ 
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Happy kingy thy woes are o'er ! 

Thy God fhall wound thy fool no more : 

The pitying Father of mankind 

Meets the pure-returning mind. 
Now lowly let tie ruftic meafure glide 
To quell the dark remains bf felf-confuming pride ; 
Till nature^s home-fprung blcilings he confefs. 
And own that calm content is happinefs. — 
Ye woods and lakes, ye cliffs and mountains^ 
Haunted grots, and living fountain s i 

Liften to your fhepherd's lay, 

Whofe artlefa carols clofe the day. 

Bounding kids around him throng ; 

The fteep rock echoes back his fong : ^ 

While all unfeen to mortal eye, 

Sliding down the evening fky. 

Holy peace, tho' born above. 

Daughter of innocence and love. 

Quits her throne and manfion bright. 

Her crown of liars and robe of light, 

Scrcn£, in gentle fmiles array*d. 

To dwell beneath his palm-tree (hade. 

ilail, meek angel ! awful gueft I 

Still pour thy radiance o*er my bread ! 

Pride and hate in courts may fhine : 

The fhepherd*s calm and blamclefs tent is thine !— 
Softly, foftly breath your numbers ; 
And wrap his weary'd foul in {lumbers f 

Gentle deep, becalm his breaft. 

And clofe his cyc3 in healing reft ! 

Defcend 
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^efcend, celefiial vifions,.yewliowait, 
rod's miiiiftVing pow'rsj at h^avVs eternal gate I 
• Ye, who nightly vigils keep. 

And rule the ftlent realms of fleep^ 

Exalt the juft to joys refin'd. 

And plunge in woe the guilty mind, 

Dcfcend !— Oh, waft him to the fkies, 

And open all heaven's glories to his eyes i 
eyond yon flarry roojF, by feraphs trod. 

Where light's unclouded fountains blaze ; 

Where choirs immortal hymn their God^ 
itranc'd in ecftafy of ceafelefs praife^ 

Ahgeis^ h6al his angniili ! 

Your harps and voices join ! 
• His grief to blifs fiiall languift^ ^ 

When footh'd by founds divine. 

ehold, with dawning jojr each feature glow^ t 

See, the blifsful tear o'crflows !-^ 
he fiend is fled !-^Let mufic's rapture rife : 
low harmony^ thy ev'ry nerve employ : 'l* 

Shake the dome, and pierc6 the ikiei : 

Wake himi wake him into joy.-«>* 

^hat pow'r Can ev'ry pa^oh^s throe controul i 

What pow'r catn boaft the charm divine 

To ftill the tempeft of the fbul ? 
eleitial Ixarmony, that mighty charih is tfaiail 
le, heav'nly-bom, c^md dbwn to vi£t earths 

When from God's eternal throne 
he beam of all-creative wifdom ihonei 

Aad fpake fair order into birth* 

T /A 
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At wifdom's call (he robed yon glitt'ring ikies, 
Attan'd the Spheres, and taught confenting orbs to Hie, 

Ange^ wrapt in wonder flood. 
And iaw that all was fair, and all was g«>od. 

Twas then, ye fbns of God, in bright array 

Ye fhoated &eT creation's day : 

Then kindling into joy. 

The morning (lars together fang ; 

And thro' the vaft etherial iky 

Seraphic hymns anj loud hoiannahs rang. 

GDE-TO THE GENIUS of SHAKESPEARE. 

BY JOHN OGII.VIE, M. A, 

I. r^ 

RAPT from the glance of mortal eye. 
Say, burils thy genius to the world of light ^ 
Seeks it yon Aar-befpangled fky ? 
Or fkims it's fields with rapid flight ? 
Or mid*- yon plains where fancy fbays^ 
Courts it the balmy-breathing gak? 
Or where the violet pale 
Droops o'er the green^embroider'rf ftream t 
Or where young zephyr flirs the ruflling fprayiTy 
Lies all diiTolv'd in fairy dream ?- 
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O'er yon bleak ddart*s unfrcqucntei round 

Sce'ft thou where ilature treads the deep'niftg gloom. 

Sits on yon hoary towV with ivy crowu'd. 

Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb ; 

Hear'fl thou the folemn muiic wind along ? 

Or thrills the warbling note in thy mellifluous fbng 2 

I. " 2. 

Oft while on earth 'twas thine to rove 

Where'er the wild-ey'd goddefs lov'd to roam. 

To trace ferene the gloomy grove. 

Or haunt meek quiet's fimple dome ; 

Still hovering rpund the Nine appear. 

That pour the foul-tranfporting drain ; > 

Join'd to the loves gay train^ 

The loofe-rob'd graces crown'd with flow'rs. 

The light-wing'd gales that lead the vernal year. 

And wake the rofy-featur'd hours. 

O'er all bright fancy's beamy radiance (hone. 

How flam'd thy bofom as her charms reveal ! 

Her fire-clad eye fublime, her ftarry zone. 

Her trefles loofe that wanton'd on the gale ; 

On thee the goddefs fix'd her ardent look. 

Then from her glowing lips thefe melting accents broke. 

I. 3. 

** To thee, my favourite fon, belong 

** The lays that Ileal the lillening hour j 

« To pour;theTapture^ '^. 

** To'paint gay hdpe's^5&iah bower. ^* . 
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*' From natures hand to fnatch the dart, 

^* To cleave with pangs the bleeding heart; 

** Or lightly fweep the trembling ftring, 

•• And call the loves with purple wing 

" From the blue deep, where they dwell 

** With Naiads in the pearly cell, 

** Soft on the fe»-born goddefs gaze • ; 

** Or in the loofe robe's floating maze 

•• Diffolv'd in downy {lumbers reft ; 

** Or flutter o'er her panting breaft. 

•* Or wild to melt the yielding foul, 

** Let forrow clad in fabl^^ole 

** Slow to thy muAug thifcght appear ; 

** Or pen/ive pity pale ; 

** Or love's defponding tale 

«• Call from th' intender'd heart the fympathetic tear. 

n. I. 

Say, whence the magic of thy mind ? 

Why thrills thy mufic on the fprings of thought ? 

Why, at thy pencil's touch refin'd. 

Starts into life the glowing draught ? 

On yonder fairy carpet laid. 

Where beauty pours eternal bloom^ 

And zephyr breathes perfume ; 

There nightly to the tranced eye 

Profufe the radiant goddefs ftood difplay'd. 

With all her fmiling offspring ftigh. 

Sudden the mantling cliff, the arching wood. 

The broidcr'd mead, the lahdfldp, and the grore, 

• Venus* 
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Hills, vales, and fky-dipt feas, and torrents rude, 
Grots, rills, and (hades, and bowers that breath'd of love. 
All burft to light ! — while glancing on the view, * 
Titania's fporting train brufli'd lightly a'er the dew. 

II. 2? 

The pale-ey'd genms of the /had^ 

Led thy bold ftep to Profper's magic bower; 

Whofe voice the howling winds obey'd, 

Whofe dark fpell chain'd the rapid l^our : 

Then rofe ferene the fea-girt illc ; * ''^ 

Gay fcenes by fancy's toach refixi'd 

Glow'd to the muiing mind; 

Such vifions blefs the hermit's dream. 

When hov'ring angels prompt his placid fmile^ 

Or paint fome high ecftatic theme. 

Then flam'd Miranda on th' enraptur'd gaze. 

Then fail'd bright Ariel on the bat's fleet wing : 

Or ftarts the liil'ning tl^rong in ftill amaze ! 

The wild note trembling on th' aerial firing ! 

The form in heav'n's refplendent vefture gay 

Floats on the mantling cloudy and pours themeltiQ|(lay\ 

n. 3. 

O lay me near yon limpid ftream, 
Whofe murmur fooths the ear of woci 
There in fome fweet poetic dream 
J^et fancy's bright Elyiium glow ! 

• Ariel : fee the I?em]^cft. 

. Tj "^"^ 
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*Tis done :— o'er all the blufliing me^ 

The dark wood fhakes his cloudy head ; 

Beiowy the lily-fringed dale 

Breathes its mild fragrance on the gale : 

While in paftime all-unfeen, 

Titania rob'd in mantle green 

Sports on the mofly bajik :— her train 

Skims light along the gleaming plain ; 

Or to the flutt'ring breeze unfold 

The blue wing ftreak'd with beamy gold ; 

Its pinions opeiiing to the light ;— 

Say, burils the viiion on my fight ? 

Ah, no ! by Shakefpear's pencil drawn 

The beauteous fhapes appear ; 

While mock-eyed Cynthia near 

Illumes with ftreamy ray, the iilver-mantled lawn ♦, 

• IIL I. 
But hark ! the temped howls afar \ 
Burfls the loud whirlwind o*er the pathlefs wafle ! 
What cherub blows the trump of war ? 

What demon rides the ftormy blafl ? 
Red from the lightning's liv^id blaze. 
The bleak heath rufhes on the fight ; 
Then wrapt in fudden night 
Diffplves.— But ah ! what kingly form 
Ri^ftms the lone defart's defolated maze f ! 
XJ^aw'd ! nor heeds the. fweeping florm. 

>,. * Sec the Midfummcr's Nights Dream. 
,i;Lear. 



C ^95 ] 

Ye pale-ey'd lightnings fpare the cheek of age ! 
Vain wifh ;-<-though anguifli leaves the burfling groan. 
Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 
Hears not the mourner's unavailing moan : 
Hedrt-pierc'd he bleeds, and flung with wild defpair 
Bares hits time-blailed head, and tears his fi}ver h;air« 

in, 2. 

Lo ! on yon long-refounding fhore. 

Where the rock totters o'er the headlong deep ; 

What fantoms bathed in infant gore 

Stand muttering on the dizzy fteep ! 

Their murmur ihakes the zephyr's wing j . 

The florm obeys their powerful fpell ; . 

See, from his gloomy cell 

Fierce winter Harts ! his fcowling eye 

Bloats the fair majatle of the breathing fpring. 

And lowers along the ruffled flgr. 

To the deep vault the yelling harpies inn *, 

Its yawning mouth receives th' inferna crew. 

Dim thro' the black gloom winks jthe glimmering fun^ 

And the pale furnace gleams with brimflone blue. 

Hell howls : and flends that join the dire acclaim 

Dance on the bubbling tide, and point t)ie livid flame* 

ffl. 3^ 
But ah ! on forrow's cyprefs bough 

Can beauty breathe her genial bloom ? 

On death's cold cheek will paffion glow j 

Or mufic warble from the tomb ? 

^ ♦^ The witches in Macbeth. 

T^ There 
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*Tis done :— o'er all the blufliing me^ 

The dark wood fhakes his cloudy head ; 

Beiowy the lily-fringed dale 

Breathes its mild fragrance on the gale y 

While in paftime all-unfeen, 

Titania rob'd in mantle green 

Sports on the mofly ba;ik :— her train 

Skims light along the gleaming plain ; 

Or to the flutt'ring breeze unfold 

The blue wing ftreak'd with beamy gold j 

Its pinions opeiiing to the light ;— 

Say, burils the viiion on my fight ? 

Ah, no ! by Shakefpear's pencil drawn 

The beauteous fhapes appear ; 

While mock-eyed Cynthia near 

Illumes with ftreamy ray, the iilver-mantled lawn ♦, 

• IIL I. 

4 * 

But hark ! the tempeft howls afar \ 

Burfls the loud whirlwind o*er the pathlefs wafle ! 

What cherub blows the trump of war ? 

What; demon rides the ftormy blafl ? 
Red from the lightning's livid blaze. 
The bleak heath rufhes on the fight ; 
Then wrapt in fudden night 
Diffolves.— But ah ! what kingly form 
R<9|»m6 the lone defart's defolated maze f ! 
tl^aw'd ! nor heeds the. fweeping florm. 

,.., * Sec the Midfunmicr's Nights Dream* 
^ Lear. 
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Ye pale-eyM lightnings fpare the cheek of age ! 
Vain wifh ;^though auguifh leaves the burfting groan. 
Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 
Hears not the mourner's unavailing moan : 
Hedrt-pierc'd he bleeds, and flung with wild defpair 

Bares hits time-blailed head, and tears his fi}yer h^air. 

* 

in. z. 

Lo ! on yon long-refounding fhore. 

Where the rock totters o'er the headlong deep ; 

What fantoms bathed in infant gore 

Stand muttering on the dizzy fteep ! 

Their murmur ihakes the zephyr's wing j . 

The florm obeys their pow'rful ipell ; 

See, from his gloomy cell 

Fierce winter Harts ! his fcowling eye 

Bloats the fair mantle of the breathing fpring. 

And lowers along the ruffled flgr. 

To the deep vault the yelling harpies inn *, 

Its yawning mouth receives th' inferna crew. 
Dim thro' the black gloom winks jthe glimmering fun^ 
And the pale furnace gleams with brimflone blue. 
Hell howls : and flends that join the dire acclaim 
Dance on the bubbling tide, and point t)ie livid flame* 

m. 3^ 

But ah ! on forrow's cyprefs bough 
Can beauty breathe her genial bloom ? 
On death's cold cheek will paffion glow ^ 
Pr mufic warble from the tomb ? 

. ♦^ The witches in Macbeth. 

T J^ There 
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There lleepf ^he bard> whofe tuneful tOQga^ 

Four'd the full dream of mazy fong. 

Young fpring, with lip of ruby, here 

Showers from her lap the blufhing year ; 

While along the turf reclin'd, , 

The loofe wing fwimming on the wind» 

The loves with forward gefture.bold. 

Sprinkle the fod with fpangling gold ; 

And oft the blue-eyed graces trim 

Pance lightly round on dowpy lipib j I 

Oft too, when eve demure and ftiU 

phequers the green dale's purling rill, 

Sweet fancy pours the plaintive ftraiu, 

Pr wrapt in fbothing dream. 

By Avon's ruffled ftream, 

liears the low-n^urmi^ring gale that dies along the plain. 

I^AURA: OR, THE COMPLAINT. 

AN ELEGY,. 
BY JAMES MARRIOT, L. L. D. 

yE groves, with yenerable mofs array'd. 
That o'er yon caverns flretch your pendent ihade. 
Where facred fi}ence lulls the rural vale. 
And love in whifpers tells his tender tale ; 
Ye lonely rocks, ye ilreams that ever flow, 
g:ill as my tears, and couftant as my woej^ 

■ ' ■. - To 
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To you behold Cat wretched Laura flies. 

And haunts thofe feats from whence her forrows lile; 

Where, loft to love, how often has fhe ftray'df 

When the fond lover led his bluftiing maid. 

When his foft lips, too eloquent his art, 

pour'd the warm wifh, and breath'd out all his heart. 

Ah, once lov'd feats ! your pleafing fcenes are o'er. 
Nor can yqu charm, fince he can love no more ; 
Though fmile your lawns with vernal glories crowa'd« 
Jn vain gay nature paints th' enamel'd ground 5 
While through your folitary paths I rove-, 
A prey to grief, to ficknefs, and to love. 
Tho' gentle zephyrs fan the bending bowers, 
Tho' brc^th^s the incenfe of your op*ning flowers. 
Nor op'ning flowers, nor gentle zephyrs charm. 
Nor beauteous fcenes a grief like mine difarm; 
Fade ev'ry flower, and languifli ev'ry fenfc. 
Ye have no fweets for falj'n innocence. 

Torn by remorfe, fad viftim of defjpair. 
Where fliall I turn ? or where addrefs my prayer? 
Far as the morn its early beam difplays. 
Or where the ftar of ev'ning darts its rays; 
Far as wide earth is ftretch'd, or oceans roll. 
Where blow the winds, or heav'n in veils the pole. 
In yain my fluttering foul would wing its way ; 
Stern care purfues, where'er the wretched ftray. 

Soft God of fleep, whofe ever-peaceful reign 
Jjulls earth, and heaven, and all th' extended main, 
Pow'rful to give the lab'ring heart to reft. 

To wipe the tear, and heal the wounded breaft. 
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Say, by what crime offended, flies from mc, 

Invck'd, thy unpropitious deity ? 

Or dooms, on racks of wildeft fancy torn. 

In dreams my agonizing foul to mourn ? 

Why am I oft on angry billows to/l, 

Now in fjme wide and ,dre:iry defart loft ? 

Why yet in life infernal tortures feel, 

Bound by fierce demons to fome rapid wheel ? 

Now feem to climb, while hills on hills arife. 

In vain ; or fall in tempefts from the fkies. 

Tread burning plains, or fwim in feas of fire, 

Juft reach the Ihore, then fee the (hore retire ? 

As oft, dear youth ! thy plcafmg form appears ; 

I flretch my arms, and wake diflblv'd in tears ; 

Yet waking fancy all that lofs fupplles'. 

And flill I view thee with a lover's eyes ; 

Entranced, in thought, oVr all thy charms I gaze. 

See thy Liight eyes diffufe their foftefl rays. 

Hang on thy hand, or on thy breafl reclin'd. 

Play with thy locks that waiver with the wind, 

Joy in thy joy, or in thy forrows join, 

And en thy lips my fpirit mix with thine. 

Now o'er dark wilds, or rugged rocks we llray. 

Love lights the gloom, and fmooths the dreary way ; 

Now on foft banks our weary limbs repofe. 

Where ev'ry flower of vernal beauty glows ; 

Buf light as air each pleaflng viflon flew. 

Swift as the fun difpcls the morning dew ; 

While with the day returns the fenfe of woe. 

We wake more wretched when the cheat we know. 
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Imagination 1 miftrefs of the foul, 
What powers unfeen the aftire mind controul ; 
And fill the waking thought, or bufy fleep ? 
When not a breeze difturbs the tranquil deep. 
Nor lofty pines through all the fbreft move. 
Why ftir the motions of reiiftlefs love ? 

Urg'd by the golden morn the night recedes. 
And year to year in changeful courfe fucceeds ; 
Nor night, nor niorn, nor years, to me reftore 
The peace which Laura's heart pofTefs'd before; 
Involv'd in clouds one darkfome fcenc I view ; 
Bleed the fame wounds, and all my pains renew. 

O boaft of Laura's long forgotten praife I 
Paft are the tj-fumphs of my happier days. 
When plac'd fupreme on beauty's radiant throne, 
I faw with confcious pride each heart my own ; 
Where'er I turn'd a thoufand nymphs admir'd; 
Whene'er I fmil'd a thoufand fwains expir'd : 
I fpoke, 'jtwas mulic dwelt upon my tongue ; , 
I mov'd a goddefs, and an angel fung. 
My carelefs fteps in joys were taught to rove ; 
Each voice was flatt'ry, and each look was love | 
But beauty's power, too mighty long to laft. 
Fled on the wings of rapid time, is paft. 

As fome proud vefTel to the profperous gale 
Her dreamer wives, and fpreads the filken fail. 
While filver oars to flutes foft breathing fweep 
With meafur'd ftrokes the fcarcely heaving deep. 
But foon tempeftuous clouds the fcene deform, 

» 

And the loud furge remurmurs to the Horm : 
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Thus* big with hope, from dark fufpidon frecp 
I fail'd wiA tranfport on life*a Aimmer fea ; 
The gay attendants of my happy ftate, 
The fmiles, the graces *round were fcen to wait. 
And all the moments, as they fwiftly flew, 
ShowVd down foft joy, and pleafures ever new. 
How chang'd this fleeting image of a day ! 
How fets in awful gloom the evening ray ! 
While, fixt on earth her eye in fad fufpence, ' 
Pours the deep figh, inccflant penitence. 

If youthful charms decay with age or pain. 
Beaut)', thy crowded worfhippers how vain ! 
Why then fuch crowds of incenfe round a^end ? 
Why proftrate monarchs at thy altars bend ? 
Why earth's and ocean's mighty bounds explore 
At once to win thee, 2nd increafe thy pow'r ? 
Let fad example reafon*s didlates aid ; 
Here fee what ruin grief and love have made ; 
E'en love, who lives by beauty's fmiles careft, 
Bafks in her eyes, and wantons on her bread. 
With cruel force the fatal fliaft employs. 
And fo«neft what he mofl adores deftroys. 

How cold I feel life's idle current flow. 
Where once the dancing fpirits lov'd to glow ! 
No more thefe eyes with youthful rapture ftiine. 
Nor cheeks, foft bluftiing, fpeak a warmth divine ; 
Graceful no more amid the feftive dance 
My fteps with eafy dignity advance. 
And all the glofly locks, whofe ringlets fpread 
O'er my fair neck, the honours of nv^ hft^.d. 



C 301 ] 

<?cafe tke neat labours of my hand to know | 
111 fuits the care of elegance with woe ! 

Why did not Nature, when Ihe gave to charm, 
With unrelenting pride my bofom arm ? 
Why was my foul its tender pity taught. 
Each foft afledUon, and each gen'rous thought f 
Hence fpnng my forrows, hence with fighs I prove. 
How feebl« woman, and how fierce is love. 

In unavailing flreams my tears are fhcd ; 
Sad Laura's blifs is with Lorenzo fled. 
For thee, falfe youth, was ev'ry joy refign'd. 
Young health, fweet peace, and innocence of mind ; 
Arc thefe the conftant vows thy tongue profeft. 
When firft thy arms my yielding beauties preft ? 
Thus did thy kifs difpel my empty fears ? 
Or winning voice delight my raptur'd ears ? 
Thus fwore thy lips by ocean, earth, and fky; 
By hell's dread pow'rs, and heav'ns all-piercing eye ? 
Yawns not the grave for thee ? why fleeps the florm 
To blaft thy limbs^ and rend thy perjur'd form ? 
Unmov'd, O faithlefs, canft thou hear my pain. 
Like the proud rocks which brave th' unwearied main f 
Sooner the fhipwreck'd pilot fhall appeafe 
With fighs the howling winds, with tears the feas. 
Than Laura's prayers thy heart unfeeling move, 
O l.od to fame, to honour, and to love ! 
Nuril in dark caverns on fome mountain wild 
To cruel manhood grew the darling child. 
No female bread fupplied thy infant food, 
Sut tygers growling o'er their favage brood, 

Cars'd 
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Curs'd be that fatal hour thy chaxms were ften. 
While yet this mind was guiltlefs, and {erene. 
With thee, falfe man, I urg'd my hafty flight. 
And dar'd the horrors of tcmpefluous night ; 
Nor fcar'd, with thee, through plains unknown to rove. 
Deaf to the didlates of paternal love. 
In vain for me a parent's tears were fhed. 
And to' the grave defcends his hoary head. 

When at my feet entranced my lover lay. 
And pour*d in tender fighs his foul away. 
Fond, foolifh heart ! to thint the tale ^vine ! 
Why flarted not my hands when preH in thine ? 
Too well remembrance paints the fatal hour 
When love, great conqueror, fummon'd all his pDw*r} 
When bolder grown, your glances flafh'd with fire. 
And your pale lips all trembled with deiire; 
Back to my heart my Hood tumultuous flew» 
From ev^ry pore diftiird the chilling dew> 
When fliame prefaging fpoke each future pain. 
And llruggling virtue arm'd my foul in vain. 
But O ! let filence all my weakncfs veil, 
And burning blufhes only tell the tale. 

Ah, faithlefs man ! and thou more wretched maict^ 
To guilt, and grief, and mifery betray*d ! 
Far flies thy lover to fomc diftant plain; 
Now cleaves his bounding bark the peaceful inain ) 
Avenging heaven, that heard the vows he fwore. 
Bid howl the blackening florm, and thunder roar^ 
Till waves on waves in tumbling mountains roll^ 
Now fmk to hell> and now s.keni the pole ; 

Then 
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Thjcn on fonfe planrk o'er foaming billows borne. 
Trembling, his perjur'd faith the wretch (hall mouTA, 
But mourn in vain : his vigorous arm Ihall fail. 
Guilt fink him down, and angry heaven prevail; 
No friendly hand to earth his limbe convey. 
Bat dpgs and vultures tear the bloated prey- 
Yet, ah ! fond heart ! avert, kind heav*n, the ftxokt. 
My heart denies what trembling lips have (poke. 
The varying accents real nature prove,' 
And only fhew how wild a thing is love. 
Go, much lov*d youth, with ev'ry. bieffing crown'd. 
And Laura's wilhes ever guard thee round. 
Me to the iilent ihadcs and fad retreat. 
Where love's expiring flames forget their hcat» 
Death wooes all-powerful : ere he parts the clew. 
Once more thy Laura bids her love adieu : 
Bids health and aiHucnce every blifs afford ; 
Bids thee be lov'd, be happy, and ador'd ; 
In eafe, in mirth glide each glad hoar away i 
No pain to fpot thy fortune's cloud Icfs day ; 
Nor figh to fwell, no tear to How for me : 
O grant heav'n all ; but grant thee conilancy.r 
Yet from my hand this laift addrefs receive^ 
This lad addrefs is all that hand can give. 
In vain thy bark with fpreading canvas flies. 
If thefe iad lines (hall meet thy confcious eyes^ 
And, taught with winning eloquence to move. 
The winds and waters waft the voice of love ; ^ 
That voice, O grant what dying lips implore, 
Afks but one tear from thee ; and aiks no more*- 
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Then, world, farcwcl ; farewcl life's fond defirtSf 
Fa\fe flAtt'ring hopes, ana love's tormenting fires* 
Already, death, before my clofing eyes 
Thy airy forms and glimm'ring fhades'^arife. 
Hark ! hear I not for me yon' paillng bell 
Toll forth, with frequent paufe, its fullen knell ? 
Waits not for me yon* fexton on his fpade, 
Blythe whirling o'er the grave his toil has made ? 
Say, why in lengthen'd pomp yon' fable train. 
With meafur'd fleps, flow flalk along the plain ? 
Say, why yon' hearfe with fading flow'rs is crown'd^ 
And midnight gales the deep-mouth'd dirge refound ? 
Hail, fider worms, and thou my kindred duft. 
Secure to you, nly weary limbs 1 truft. 
J^im burns life's lamp ; O Death ! thy work complete. 
And give i^y foul to gain her laft retreat. 
Such as before the birth of nature fway'd. 
Ere fpringing light the firft great word obey'd. 
Let iilcnce reign— come, fate, exert thy might ; 
And darknefs wrap me in eternal night ! 
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The seasons. 
IN IMITATION OF SPENCER, 

BY MOSES MENDS Z, Es^.. 

SPRING- 

Annuus agrioolit ordo breviorqae laborum 
Sumina mibi tradenda. Praedium Ruflicum«' 

ERE yet I iing the round-revolving year. 
And (how the toils and paftimte of the lwaltt« 
At * Alcon's grave I drop a pious tear; * v„ 
Right well he knew to raife his learned ftrain# 
And/ like his Milton, fcornM the rhiming chain. 
Ah ! cruel fate^ to tear him from our eyes ; 
Receive his wreath, albe the tribute's vain,' 
From the grecji fod may flowers immortal rifey 
To mark the facred fpot where the fweet poet lies* : 

It is the cuckoo that annonnceth ipring. 

And with his f wreakfnl tale the fpoufe doth fraj; 

Mean while the finches hannlefs ditties fing. 

And hop, in buxom youth, from fpray to ipray» 

Proud as Sir Paridel of rich array. 

The little wantons that draw Venus' team 

Chirp am'rous thro' the grove in beavies gty ; 

And he, who erft gain'd Leda*s fond efteem. 

Now fail'd on Thamis' tide, the gloiy of the ftreamt 
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• The late Mr. Thomfott. 
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Proud as the Turki(h foldan, chaunticleer 

Sees, with delight, his numertras-JSCcsTOund ; 

He grants frefh fevours to each female near ; 

For love as well as cherifaunce renown'd. 

The waddlifig dame that did the Gauls confound^ 

Hot tawny font doth lead to rivers cold ; 

While Juno*s * dearling, with majefHc bound. 

To charn^ his f leman doth his train unfold. 

That glows with vivid green, that flames with burning gold. 

The balmy cowflip gilds the fmiling plain. 
The virgin fnow-drop boafts her filver hue. 
An hundred tints the gaudy daify ftain. 
And the meek violet, in amis blue, 
Creeps low to earth, and hides from public view : 
But the rank nettle rears her creft oh high ; 
So ribaulds loofe their front unbluihing fhew. 
While niodejl merit doth negleSed lie. 
And pines in lonely ihadeT unfeen of vulgar eye. 
See ! all around the gall-lefs J culvers bill. 
Mean while the nightingale's becalming lays 
Mbc with the plaintive muiic of the rill, r 

The which in various || gyres the meadow § bays. 
Behold ! the welkin burils into a blaze ! 
Faft by the car of light the nimble hours. 
In fongs of triumph, hail his genial rays. 
And, as they H wend to Thetis' cooling bow'rs. 
They bound alojig the Iky, and ftrew the heavens with 
flowers. 

* Darlings t Lover. J Doves, || Circles, or windings. 
§ Bathes. JJ Go. 
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And now the Jbuman bofom melts to love ;. . , . 

Thd riiptur'd bard awakes his ikilful lyre ; 
By running ftreams, or in the laurel grove. 
He tunes to amorous notes his founding wire : 
All, all is harmony, and all defire. 
The happy numbers charm the blooming maid. 
Her blufhin& cheeks pronounce her heart on fire, 
^J^^C-SS]5L con fen tSj^ then jhuns th' embowering fhade. 
With faint reludance yields y dcfirous, yet affaid. 

Now ruftic Cuddy, with untutor'd throat, 

(Tho' much admir'd> I ween, of nymph and fwain) 

By various fongs would various ends promote. 

5eeks he to prove that woman's vows are vain ! 

He Bateman's fortune tells, a baleful (train ! 

And if, to honour Britain he be led, 

lie fings k ^prentice bold, in londs profane. 

Who, all unarmed, did ftrike two lions dead. 

Tore forth their favage hearts, and did a princcfs wed. 

But hark ! the bag-pipe fummons to the green. 
The jocqnd bag-pipe, that awaketh fport ; 
The blithefome laffes, as the morning fhcen. 
Around the flower-crown'd may-pole quick refort : 
The gods of pleafure here have fix'd their court. 
Quick on the wing the flying moment feize. 
Nor build up ample fchemes, for life is ihort. 
Short as the whifper of the paifing breeze. 
Yjgt, ah ! in vain I preach — mine heart is ill at eafe. 

Vz SUMMER. 



SUMMER. 

BEneath yon * fnubby oak's extended /hade 
Safe let rae hide me from the eye of day ; 
Nor fliall the dog-liar this retreat invade. 
As thro' the heavens he fpeeds his burning way : 
The fultry lion rages for his prey. 
Ah« Phosbus ! quench thy wild deflroying fire^ 
Each flower, each fhrub doth fink beneath thy ray, 
Save the frefh laurel, that fhall ne'er expire : 

The leaves that crown a bard may brave celeflial ire. 

Or fhall I hie to mine own hermitage. 

Round which the wanton vine her arms doth wind. 

There may I lonely turn the facred page. 

Improve my reafon, and amend my mind ; 

Here 'gainft life's ills a remedy I fin^. 

An hundred flowers embofs the verdant ground ; ' 

A little brook doth my fweet cottage bind. 

Its waters yield a melancholy found, ^ 

And foothe to Hudy deep^ or lull to flcep profoimd* 

The playful infeft hopping in the grafs 
Doth tire the hearer with his fonnet fhrill ; 
The pool-fprung gnat on founding wing doth pais^ 
And on the f ramping fleed doth fuck his £11 ; 
Ah me, can little creatures work fuch ill I 

* Knotty. f Starting, fly!ng-out« 
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The patient cow doth, to cfchcw the heat. 

Her body fteep within the neighbouring rill ; 

And whilt the lambs iu fainter voices bleat. 

Their mothers hang their head, in doleful plight I wcet, 

* Rechlcfs of feafons, fee the lufty fwaiuj 
Along the meadow fprcad the tawny hay ; 
The maidens too undaunted feek the plains, 
Ne fear to fhow their faces to the ray ; 
But all the honeil badge of toil difplay. 
See how they mould the haycock's riling head ; 
While wanton Colin, full of amorous play, 
Down throweth Sufan, who doth ihriek for dread* 
Fear not — thou canft be hurt upon {o foft a bed. 

At lengjh the fun doth haften toj repof e. 
And all the vault of heaven is ftreak'd with light ; 
In flam^ gold the ruddy welkin glows, 
Ali^ for^the noon-day heat, our pains doth f quite. 
For all is calm, fefene, and paffing bright. 
Favonius gentle fkims along the grove, ^ 
And fheds fweet odours from his pennons light ; 
The little bat in giddy orbs doth rove. 
And loud the fcreech-owl fhrieks,. to roufe her blue-ey'd 
love. 

Menalcas came to take the evening gale. 
His cheeks impurpled with the rofe of youth ; 
He won eadi damfel with his pitious tale. 
They thought they liHen'd to the words of truth. 
Yet their belief did work them muchel % ruth. 

* Careleis. ^Reqidte. } Sorrow* 

. XJ3 
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Hi s oaths were light as go flliner, oraip. 
His tongue \Yas poifonous as afpic's tooth. 
Ah ! ceafe to promife jcy, and give defpair : 
*Tis ^^itYgj" fmite ^)ie fpc y 'Ms. hnfe^tojnm^nj 
The gentle Thyrfis, mild as opening morn. 
Came to the lawn, and Marian there was found, 
Marian whom many houfewife arts adorn. 
Right well fiie knew the apple to furround 
With dulcet crull, and Thomalin renown'd 
For * atchievements in the wreftling ring ; 
He held at nought the vantage of the ground. 
But prone to earth the hardieft wight would fling ; 
Such was Alcides erft, if poets f footh do fing. 

From tree-crown'd hill, from flower-cnamcrd vale, 
The mild inhabitants in crouds appear 
"I'o rread a mcafure ; while night's regent pale 
:.:'th thro' the Ikv her filver chariot fleer, 
I ^v'.or-' l.-.cid wheels were deck'd with dew-drops clear, 
7 re which, like pearls, defcended on the plain. 
t-' '-.v cvLiy youth doth clafp his miftrefs dear, 
Auu every nymph rewards her conftant fwain. 
Thjice happy he who loves, and is belov'd again. 

AUTUMN. 

OEE jolly Autumn, clad in hunter's green, 

^ In wholef-^mej lufly-hed doth mount the Ipherc, 

A leafy girlond binds her temples Iheen, 

* Hardy, valiant. -^ Tr«itl\, t Vigor. 
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nftubbcd richly with the fpiky ear 
Kcr right hand bears a vine incircled fpear. 
Such as the crew did wield from Bacchus* lad. 
When to the Ganges he h}s courfe did fleer ; 
And in her left a bugle-horn Ihe had. 
On which Ihe * eft did blow, and made the heart right glad. 

In flow proceffio^ joiov^s the tottering wain. 
The fun-burnt l^inds their finifli'd toil f enfue ; 
Now in the barn they houfe the glittering grain. 
And there the cries of " harveft home" renew. 
The honeft farmer does his friends X falew ; 
And them with jugs of ale his wife doth treat. 
Which, for that purjpofe, ihe ^t home did brew ; 
They laugh, they fport, and homely jefts repeat. 
Then fmack their lafles lips, their lips as honey fwect, 

On every hill the purple blufhing vine 

Beneath her leaves her racy fruit doth hide : 

jl Albe flie pour not floods of foaming wine, 

Yet are we not potations bland denied ; 

See whpe the pear-tree doth in earth abid^, 

Bruife her rich -fruitage, and the g^ape d^fdain ; 

The apple too wil,l grant a generous tide. 

To fin«: whofe honours Thenot rais'd his ftrain, 

Whofe foul-inchanting lays ftill charm the liflening plaiii* ' 

Thro' greyifli mills behold Aurora dawns. 

And to his fport the wary fowler hies ; , ^ . ^. 

Crouching to earth his guileful pointer fawns ; 

Now the thick flubble, now the clover tries. 

To find where, with his race, the partridge lies ; 

* Often. t Follow. % Salute. || Although. 
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Ah ! Iticklefs fire, ah ! lucklcfs race, I ween. 
Whom force compels, or fubtle arts furprlze ; 
More * uncles wait to caufe thee dolorous f teen, 
Doom'd to efcape the deep, aad perifh on the g. ecn. 

The full-mouili'd hounds purfue the timorous hare. 

And the hills echo to the joyful cry ; 

Ah 1 borrow the light pennons of the air. 

If you're J arraught, you die, poor wretch, you die. 

Nought will avail the pity-pleading eye. 

For cur good fquire doth much again f: you rail. 

And faith ycu often magic arts do try ; 

At times you wave Grimalkin's footy tail. 

Or on a beefom vild you thro' the welkin fail. 

The flag is rous'd ; he Hems the threatening flood 
That fhall ere long his matchlefs fwifcncfs quell ; 
And, to avoid the tumult of the wood, 
Amongft his well-known || pheers attempt to § mell : 
With horn and hoof his purpofe they repell. 
Thus, fhould a maid from virtue's lore yftray. 
Your fex, my Daphne, fhow their vengeance fell ; 
Your cruel felves with gall the Ihaft * embay. 
And lafh from pardon's fhrine the penitent away. 

Now filence charms the fages of the gown. 
To purer air doth fpeed each crafty wight ; 
The well-fqueeat'd client quits the dully town^ 
Grown grey in the aiTerting of his right, 

• Daedalus envying Pcrdix his nephew's (kill in mechanics, 
threw him into the fca. He efcaped death by being changed 

into a partridge. 

f Anguilh, pain. t Reach'd, overtaken. || Com- 

pmions. h Mix, * ^^v\^^- '^^^^ 
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With head yfraught with law, and pockets light. 
Well pleas'd he wanders o*cr the fallow lea. 
And views each rural objeft with delight. 
Ne'er be my lot the brawling courts to fee ; 
Who trufts to lawyer's tongue doth much * mifwecn, pcrdy. 
Right blefs'd the man whoJiuBP-ironi bitter f bale, 
J[)otlLittjtejit%3Sga£S^ hamlet ^well,"^^ 
No loud contention doth his ears afTail, 
Save when the tempeft whiftles o*er his cell ; 
The fruitful down, the flower-depainted dell, 
Topleafe his eyne are varioufly array 'd ; 
And when in roundelay his flame he'd tell. 
He gains a fmile from his beloved maid ; 
By fuch a gentle fmile an age of pain's repaid. 

WINTER. 

TH E little brook that erft my cot did lave^ 
And o'er its flinty pavement fwcetly fung. 
Both now forget to roll her wanton wave. 
For winter hoar her icy chain has flnng, 
And ftili'd the babbling muiic of her tongue. 
The lonely woodcock feeks the fplafliy glen > 
Each mountain head with fleecy fnow is hung ; 
The fnipe and duck enjoy the moorifli fen, 
Liket Eremites they live, and fliun the fight of men. 

The II warelefs fheep no longer bite the mead. 

No iaore the plough-boy turns the flubborn ground, 

• Judges ill. t Sorrow, J Hermits, J Stu^fied. 
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At the full crib the horned labourers feed. 

Their noilrils caft black clouds of fmoak around ; 

A fqualid coat doth the lean fteed furround. 

The wily fox doth prowl abroad for prey^ 

Rechlefs of fnares, or of th* avenging hound ; 

And truily Lightfoot, now no longer gay. 

Sleeps at the kitchen hearth his cheerlefs hours away^ 

Where erft the boat, and flowly moving barge. 
Did with delight cut thro' the dimpling plain^ 
Now wanton boys and men do roam at large ; 
The river-gods quit their ufurp'd domain. 
And of the wrong at Neptune's court complain* 
There mote you fee mild Avon crown'd with flowersi 
And milky wey withouten fpot or ftain ; 
There the fair flream that wafbes Hampton's* bowers. 
And Ifis who with pride beholds her learned towers. 

Ill tent on fport, the ever-jocund throng 

Quit their warm cots, and for the game pi:epare$ 

Behold the reillcfs foot-ball whirls along. 

Now near the earth, now mounted high in air« 

Thus often men in life's wild lottery fare. 

Who quit true blifs to grafp an empty toy. 

Our lionell fwains for yy^P^lth nor titles .jcare. 

But lufty heaith in exercife eoiploy ; 

The diftant village hears the rude tumultuous joy. 

The careful- hedgcr looks the fields around 

To fee what labour mav his fkill demand ; 

He mends the fence, repairs the finking mound> 
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Or in long drains he cuts the lower land. 

That Ihall henceforth all fudden floods withftand. 

Mean while at home his dame, with filver hair. 

Doth fit incirclcd by a goodly band 

Of lovely maids, who various works prepare. 

All chafte as Jove's wife child, as Cupid's mother fain » 

She them difcourfes not of fafhions nice. 

Nor of the trilling notes which eunuchs fing. 

Allurements vain, that prompt the foul to vice ! 

Ne tells ihe them of Kefar or of king ; 

Too great the fubjeft for fo mean a ring. 

Her leflbns teach to fwell the capon's iize; 

To make the hen a numerous offspring bring ; \\ \ 

Or how the way-ward indther to chaftife, j' I 

When frtim*fikSlt.nretchy neft the weetlefs vagrant hies. 1 1 

When^lifee^lll!^^^^angles deck the robe of night. 

And all theirkine'in pens avoid the cold. 

The buxom fi^ps> dill eager of delight. 

Round Damoki's eyne a * drapet white infold. 

He darkling* gropes till he fbrne oiie can hold. 

Next Corin hides his head, and muft impart 

What wanton fair oiie-ffiiote his hand 'fo bold. 

He Delia names, nor did from trtlth depart ; 

For well he knew her touch, who long had firM his heart. 

Stay I conjure you by )t>ur hopes of blifs, 
Truft not, my 'Daphne, the rough-biting -air. 

Let not rude winds thofc lips of fofcncfi klis, 

* A linncn cluth. 

Will 
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Will Eanis fiern the charms of beauty tpani 

No, he will hurt my rofy-ftatur'd fiur. 

If aught Co bright dare« rngged carl invade. 

Too tender thou fuch rough aSmlta to bear; 

The mountain afh may fian tho' flrip'd of fltadci 

But at the fiightefl wound the iUken flower will fade. 
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